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Mil. CHARLES J. YEHOWPLCSH. 


SOMETIME 


FOOTMAN" IN MANY GENTEEL FAMILIES. 



THE MEMOIRS 

OF 

MR. CHARLES J. YELLOWPLUSH, 

SOMETIME 

FchiI MAN IN At ANY CUINTKKL FA JULIUS. 


I. 

MISS' SHUM’S HUSBAND. 

CHAPTER I 

1 was bent in the year one, of the present or Chris- 
tian heru, and am, in eonsquints, seven- and -thirty yews 
itld. My mamma called me Charles .Fames Harrington 
Fitzrny Ytdlowplush, in compliment to several noble 
land lies, and to a sellyhrated coaeitmin whom she knew, 
who wore a yellow liny, and drove the Lord Mayor of 
.London. 

Why sin gw me this genlmuV name is diiiiklty, or 
ray t her the name of a part of his dress j however, ifs 
duck to me through life, in which 1 was, as it were, a 
fbotu a. y I Iith . L- " 

Praps In; was my father •- though on this stibjkd I 
oamh speak suit inly, for ms ma wrapped up my kith in 
a wintry. I ma\ be illvgitmit, £ may have been changed 

i'katKertnj, ,Vn 'tltanm, IV. . J. 
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at miss; bat I’ve always had genlmnly tastes through 
life,, and have no doubt that I come of a genlmnly 
origtim. 

The less I say about my parint the better, for the 
dear old creature was very good to me, and, I fear, had 
very little other goodness in her. Why, I can't say; but 
I always passed as her nevyou. We led a strange life; 
sometimes ma was dressed in satin and rooge, and some- 
times in rags and dutfc; sometimes I got kisses, and 
sometimes kix; sometimes gin, and sometimes shampang; 
law bless us! how she used to swear at me, and cuddle 
me; there we were, quarrelling and making up, sober 
and tipsy, starving and guttling by turns, just as ma got 
money or spent it. But let me draw a vail over the 
seen, and speak of her no more — its Mshant for the 
public to know, that her name was Miss Montmorency, 
and we lived in the New Cut. 

My poor mother died one morning, Hev’n bless her! 
and I was left alone in this wide wicked wuld, without 
so much money as would buy me a penny roal for my 
brextast. But there was some amongst our nay boars 
(and let me tell you there ’a more kindness among them 
poor disrepettable creators than in half-a-dozen lords or 
harry nets) who took pity upon poor Sals orhn (for they 
bust out laffin when I called her .Miss Montmorency), 
and gev me bred and shelter. I’m afraid, in spite 'of 
their kindness, that my morrils wouldn’t hare improved 
.if I M stayed long among ’em. But a benny- violent 
genlmn saw me, and ,put me to school. The academy 
which 1 went to was called the Free School of Saint 
Bartholomew's the Less — the young 1 genlmn wore 
green baize coats, yellow leather whatsisnames, a tin 
plate' on the left harm, and a cap about the size of a 
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muffing. 1 stayed there sicks years, from sicks, that is 
to say, till my twelth year, during three Tears of witch 
I distinguished myself not a little in the naisicle way’ 
for I hloo the belles ot the church horgm, and very tine 

turn s we played too* 

W ell, it V not worth recounting my jewrenile follies 
^wliat trix we used to play the applewoman! and how 
W! -‘ put snuff in the old dark’s Prayer-book — my 

eye!;; hut one day, a genlurn entered the school-room 

it was on the very day when I went to subtraxion 

and asked the master for a young lad for a servant. 
They pitched^ upon me glad enough; and nex day found 
imi sleeping in the ekullery, close under the sink, at 
Sir, Bago s country-house at Pentonwille. 

Bago kep a shop in Bmithfield market, and drov a 
taring good trade, in the hoil and Italian way. I We 
heard him say, that he cleared no less 'than fifty pounds 
every year, by letting his front, room at hanging time. 
His binders looked right opsit Sewgit, and many and 
many dozen chaps has he seen hanging there* Laws 
was laws in the year ten, and they screwed chaps 5 nex 
..for , nex to nothink. But iny hisniss was at Ms ■ country- 
house, where 1 made my first mtray into faslmabl life. 
I was knife, errint, and stable-boy then, and a n’t ashamed 
to own it; for my merrits have raised me to what 1 am 
-y two livrios, forty pound a year, maltlicker, wushin, 
silk -stocking, and wax candles — not countin wails, 
which is soradhink pretty considerable at our house, I 
can tell you. 

I didn’t stay long here, for a micknisiaiiee happened 
which got me a very diherent situation. A handsome 
young genlurn, who kep a tilbry, and a ridin boss at 
livry, wanted a tiger. I bid at once for the place; and, 
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being a neat tidy -looking lad, lie took me. Bago gave 
me- a character, and he my first livry; proud enough I 
was 'of it, as you may fancy. 

My new master had some business in the city, for 
he went in every morning at ten, got out of his tilbry 
at the ditty Road, and had it 'wasting for him at six; 
when,, if it was summer, he spanked round into the 
Park, and drove one of the neatest turnouts there. 
Wery proud' I was in a gold laced hat, a drab coat and 
a red weskit, to sit by his side, when he drove. I al- 
ready began to ogle the gals in the carriages, and to 
feel that longing for fashionabl life which IVe had ever 
since. When he was at the oppcra, or the play, down 
I went to skittles, or to White Coudick Gardens; and 
Mr. Frederick Altamont’s young man was somebody, I 
warrant; to be sure there is very few man-servants at 
Pentonwille, the poppylati.cn being mostly gals of all 
work: and so, though only fourteen, 1 was as much a 
man down there, as if X had been as old as Jerusalem. 

But the most singular thing was, that my master, 
who was such a gay chap, should live in such a hole. 
He had only a ground-floor in John Street — a parlor 
and a bed -room. I slep over the way, and only came 
in with his boots and brexfast of a morning. 

The house he lodged in belonged to Mr. and Mrs. 
Shum. They were a poor but prolific couple, who had 
rented the place for many years; and they and their 
family were squeezed in it pretty tight, X can, tell you. 

Shum said he had been a hoificer, and so he had. 
He had deen a sub-deputy, assistant, vice -commissary, 
or some such think; and, as I heerd afterwards, had 
been obliged to leave on account of his nervousness * 
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Ha was such a coward, the fact is, that he was con- 
sidered dangerous to the harmy, and sent home. 

He had married a widow Buekmaster, who had been 
a Miss Skrneoe, She was a Bristol gal; and her father 
Being a bankrup in the tallow-chandlering way, left, in 
course, a pretty little sum of money. A thousand pound 
was settled on her; and she was as high and' might y as 
if it had been a millium. 

Buekmaster died, leaving nothihk; nothrnk except 
four ugly daughters • by -Miss. Blamcoe; and her forty 
found a year was rather a narrow income for one of 
her appytite and pretensions. In an unlucky hour for 
Shum she met him. He was a ' widower with a little 
daughter of three years old, a little house at Fenton- 
wille, and a little income 'about .'as big as her own. 
I believe she bullyd the poor creature into marriage; 
and it was agreed that he should let his ground-floor at 
John Street, and so add somethink to their means. 

They married; and the widow Buekmaster was the 
gray mure, I can tell you. She was always talking and 
blustering about her famly, the celebrity of the Buck- 
masters, and the antickcty of the Slamcoes. They had 
a six -roomed house (not counting hitching and seulry), 
and now r twelve daughters in all; whizz. ~ 4 Miss 
Buekmasters: Miss Betsy, Miss Dosy, .Miss Biddy, and 
Miss Wlnny; .1 Miss Shtrai, Mary by name, Sham’s 
daughter, and seven others, who shall be nameless. 
Mrs. Shum was a fat, red-haired woman, at least a foot 
taller than S., who was but a yard and a half high, 
pale-faced, red-nosed, knock-kneed, bald-headed, his nose 
and shut-frill all brown with snuff. 

Before the house was a little garden, where the 
wasliin of the famly was all ways hanging. There was 
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so many of 'em that it was obliged to be done by relays. 
There was six rails and a stocking on each, and four 
small goosbry bushes, always covered with some bit of 
lining or other. The hall was a regular puddle; wet 
dabs of dishclouts flapped in your face; soapy smoking 
bits of flanning went nigh to choke you; and while you 
were looking up to prevent hanging yourself with the 
ropes which were strung across and about, slap came 
the hedge of a pail against your sinus, till one was like 
to be drove mad with hagony. The great slattnly 
doddling girls was always on the stairs, poking about 
with nasty flower-pots, a-cooMng something, or sprawling 
in the window -seats with greasy curl-papers, reading 
greasy novls. An infernal pianna was jingling from 
morning till night — two eldest Miss Buekmasfers 
“Battle of Prag” — six youngest Miss Shuras , “In my 
cottage," till I knew every note in the “Battle of Brag," 
and cussed the day when “In my cottage” was rote. 
The younger girls, too, were always bouncing and 
thumping about the house, with tom phmyfores, and 
dogs-eard grammars, and large pieces of bread and 
treacle. I never see such a house. 

As for Mrs. Shum, she was such a line lady, that she 
did nothink but lay on the drawing-room sophy, read 
novels, drink, scold, scream, and go into hystarrix little 
Shum. kep reading an old newspaper from weeks' end to 
weeks' end, when he was not ' engaged in teachia the 
children, or gain for the beer, or cleanin the shoes, for 
they kep no servant This house in John Street was in 
short a regular Pandymony. 

What could have brought Mr. Frederic Altaraont to 
dwell in such a place? The reason is hobvius: he admired 
the fust Miss Shum. 
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And Buttnly he did not show a bad taste, for though 
the other daughters were as ugly as their hideous ma, 
Mary 81mm was a pretty, little, pink, modest create" 
with glossy black hair and tender blue eyes, and a neck 
as white as plaster of Parish. She wore a dismal old 
black gownd, which had grown too short for her, and 
too tight; but it only served to show her pretty 
angles and feet, and bewchus tigger. Master, though he 
had looked rather low for the gal of his art, had certainly 
looked in the right place. .Xever was one more pretty 
or more hamiable. 1 gav her always the battered toast 
left from our brexfast, and a cup of tea or ehoeklate as 
Altamont might fancy; and the poor thing was glad 
enough of it, I can vouch; for they had precious short 
commons up stairs, and she the least of all. 

For it seemed as if which of the Shum famly should 
try to snub the poor thing most. There was the four 
Buckmaster girls always at her. It was, Mary, git the 
coal-skittle; Mary, run down to the public-house for the 
beer: Mary, I intend to wear your clean stockens out 
walking, or your new bonnet to church. Only her poor 
hither was kind to her; and he, poor old muff! Iris kind- 
ness was of no use, Mary bore all the scolding like an 
angel, as she was; no, not if she had a pair of wings and 
a goold trumpet, could she have been a greater angel. 

I never shall forgit one seen that took place. It was 
when Master was in the city; and so, haring nothink 
earthly to do, I happened to be listening on the stairs. 
The old scolding was a-going, on, and, the old tune of 
that lwjus “Battle of Frag.” Old. Shum made some 
remark; and Miss Buckmaster cried out, “Law pal what 
a fool you are!* 5. All the gals began latex, and so did 
Mrs. Shum; all, that is, exeep Mary, who turned as red 
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as flams, and going up to Miss Betsy Buckmasier, give 
her two suck wax on her great red ears as made them, 
tingle again. 

Old Mrs. Shum screamed, and ran at her like a Bengal 
tiger. Her great arms went weeling about like a vinraill, 
as she cuffed and thumped poor Mary for taking her pa’s 
part. Mary Shum, who was always a-crying before, 
didn’t shed a tear now. I will do it again, she said, if 
Betsy insults my father. 'New thumps, new shreexl and 
the old horridan went on beatin the poor girl, till she 
was quite exosted, and fell down on the sophy, puffin 
like a poppus. 

'*Bor shame, Mary,” began old Shum: “for shame, 
you naughty gal, you! for hurting the feelings of your 
dear mamma, and beating kind sister.” 

“Why, it was because she called you a — ” 

“If she did, you pert Miss,” said Shum, looking 
mighty dignitified, “I could correct her, and not you.” 

“You correct me', indeed!” said Miss Betsy, turning 
up her nose, if possible, higher than More; “I should 
like to see you erect me! Imperence!” and they all be- 
gan laffin again. 

By this time Mrs. S. had recovered from the effex of 
her exsize, and she began to pour in her wolly. Fust 
she called Mary names, then Shum. 

“0 why,” screeched she, “why did I ever leave a 
genteel famly, where 1 ad every ellygance and lucksry, 
to marry a eVeature like this? He is unfit to be called 
a man, he is unworthy to marry a gentlewoman; and as 
for that hussy, I disown her. Thank Heaven she ant a 
Slameoe; she is only fit to be a Shum!” 


“That ’s true, mamma,” said all the gals, for their 
mother had fought them this pretty piece of manners, and 
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they despised their father heartily; indeed, I have always 
remarked that, in families where the wife is internally 
talking about the merits of her branch, the husband is 
invariably a spooney. ■ ■ ' 

Well, when she was exosted again, down she fed on 
the sofy, at her old tribe — more- skreeching — more 
eonvulshuns — and she wouldn’t stop, this time, till 
Shum had got her half a pint of her old -remedy, from 
the Blue lion over the way. She grew more easy as she 
finished the gin; but Mary was sent out of the room, and 
told not to come back agin all day. 

‘ f Miss Mary,” says I, — for my heart yurned to the 
poor gal, as she came sobbing and miserable down stairs; 
“Miss Mary,” says I, 4 If I might make so bold, here’s 
master’s room empty, and I know where the cold bif 
and pickles is.” “0 Charles!” said she, nodding her 
head sadly, “I’m too retched to have any happytite;” 
and she thing herself on a chair, and began to cry fit to 
bust. 

At this moment, who should come in but my master. 
I had taken hold of Mss Mary’s hand, somehow, and do 
believe, I should have kist it, when, as I said, Haltamont 
made his appearance. “What’s this?” cries he, lookin 
at me as black as thunder, or as Mr. Philips as Hickit, 
in the new tragedy of Mac Buff. 

“It’s only Miss Mary, sir,” answered I. 

“Get out, sir,” says he, as fierce as posbil, and I felt 
somofhink (I think it was the tip of his to) touching me 
behind, and found myself, nex minit, ' sprawling among 
the wet fiannmgs, and buckets and things. 

The people from up-stairs came to see what was the, 
matter, as I was <?ussin and crying out. “It’s only 
Charles, ma,” screamed out Miss Betsy. 
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“Where’s Mary?” says Mrs. Shum, from the sofy. 

“She’s in master’s room, miss,” said L 

“She’s in the lodger’s room, rna,” cries Miss Shuns, 
lieekoing me. 

“Very good; tell her to stay there till he comes back.” 
And then, Miss Sham went bouncing up the stairs again, 
little knowing of Haltamont’s return. 

Pd long before observed that my master had an 
anchoring after Mary Shum; indeed, as I have said, it 
was purely for her sake that he took and kep Ins lodgings 
at Pentonwiile. Excep for the sake of love which is 
above being mersnary, fourteen shillings a wick was a 
little too strong for two such rat-holes as he lived in. 
I do blieve the family had nothing else but their lodger 
to live on: they brekfisted off his tea-leaves, they cut 
away pounds and pounds of meat from his jints (lie 
always dined at home) , and Ins baker’s bill was at least 
enough for six. But that wasn’t my business. 1 saw 
him grin, sometimes, when I laid down the cold bif of 
a morning, to see how little was left of yesterday’s sir- 
line; but he never said a syllabub; for true love don’t 
mind a pound of meat or so hextra. 

At first, he was very kind an attentive to all the 
gals; Miss Betsy, in partiekler, grew mighty fond of him; 
they sate, for whole evenings, playing cribbitch, he 
taking his pipe and glas, she her tea and muffing; but 
as it was improper for her to come alone, she brought 
one of her sisters, and this was genrally Mary, — for 
he made a pint of asking her, too, — and one day, when 
one of the others came instead, he told her, very quitely, 
that he hadn’t invited her; and Miss Buekmasier was too 
fond of nmffings to try this game on again; besides, she 
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was jealous of her three grown sisters, and considered 
Mary as only a child. Law bless us! how she used to 
ogle him, and quot bits of pottry, and. play “Meet me 
by mooulike” on an old gitter: she reglar flung' herself 
at his head, but he wouldn’t have it, bein better oekypied 
elsewhere. 

One night, as genteel as possible, he brought home 
tickets for Ashley’s, and proposed to take the two young 
ladies — Miss Betsy and Miss Mary, in course. I reckleet 
he called ine aside that afternoon, assuming a solamon 
and mister us hare, “Charles,” said he, “are you up to 
muff?™ 

“"Why sir,” said I, “I’m genrally considered tolelably 

downy” 

“"Well,” says he, “I’ll give you half a suffering if 
you can manage this bisniss for me; I’ve chose a rainy 
night on purpus. When the theatre is over, you must 
be waitin' with two umbrellows; give me one, and hold 
the other over Miss Slum; and, hark ye, sir, turn to the 
right when you leave the theatre, and say the coach, is 
ordered to stand a little way up the street, in order to 
get rid of the crowd.” . . 

We went (in a fly hired by Mr. H.), and never shall 
I forgit Cartliche’s- hading on that memrable night. Talk 
of Kimble! talk of Magreedy! Ashley’s for my money, 
with Cartlitch in the principal part. But this is nothink 
to the porpus. When the play was over, I was at the 
door with tine umbrellos. It was raining cats and dogs, 
sure enough. , 

Mr. liiaiBont came out presently, Miss Mary under 
his arm, and Miss Betsy folio-win behind, rayther sulky. 
“TMs way, sir ” cries I, pushin forward; and I threw a 
great cloak over Miss Betsy, fit to smother her. Mr. A. 
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and Miss Mary skipped on and was out of sight when 
Miss Betsy’s cloak was settled, you may be sure. 

"They’re only gone to the fly, miss. It’s a little 
way up the street, away from the crowd of carriages.” 
And off we turned to the right, and no mistake. 

After marehin a little - through the plash and mud, 
"Has anybody seen Coxy’s fly?” cries I, with the most 
innocent haxent in the world. 

"Cox’s fly!” hollows out one chap. "Is it the vaggin 
you want?” says another. "I see the biackin wan pass,” 
giggles out another genlmn; and there was such an in- 
terchange of compliments as you never heerd. I pass 
them over though, because some of ’em were not wary 
genteel. 

"Law, miss,” said I, "what shall I do? My master 
will never forgive me; and I haven’t a single sixpence 
to pay a coach.” Miss Betsy was just going to call one 
when I said that, but the coachman wouldn’t have it at 
that price, he said, and I knew very well that she 
hadn’t four or five shillings to pay for a wehicle. Bo, 
in the midst of that tarin min, at midnight, we had to 
v r alk tour miles, from Westminster Bridge to Fenton- 
wille; and what was wuss, I didn’t happen to know the 
way. A very nice walk it was, and no mistake. 

At about half-past two, we got sate to John Street 
My master was at the garden gate. Miss Mary flew into 
Mss Betsy’s arms, whil master began cussin and swear- 
ing at me for disobeying his orders, and turning to the 
right instead of to the left! Law bless me! his acting of 
anger was very near as natral and as terrybl m Mr. 
Cartlich’s in the play. 


They had waited half an hour, he said, in the fly, 
in the little street at the left of the theatre; they had 



13 


miss shum’s husband. 

drove up and down in the greatest frigM possible; and 
at last came home, thinking it was in vain to wait any 
more* They gave her *ot rum and water and roast 
oysters for supper, and this consoled her a little. ' 

I hope nobody ■will cast an imputation on Miss Mary 
for her share in this ad venter, for she was as honest a 
gal as ever lived, and I do believe is hignorant to this 
day of our little ffcrattygim. Besides, all ’s fair in love; 
and, as my master could never get to see her alone, on 
account of her infernal eleven sisters and ma, he took 
this opportunity of expressin his attachment to her. 

If he was in love with her before, you 'may, be sure 
she paid, it him hack again now. Ever after the night 
at Ashley’s, they were as tender as two tuttle-doves — 
which fully accounts for the axdent what happened to 
me, in being kicked out of the room; and in course I 
bore no mallis. 

I don’t know whether Miss Betsy s, till fancied that 
my master was in love with her, but she loved muf- 
tings and tea, and kern down to his parlor as much as 
ever. 

2? gw comes the sing’lar part of my history. 

■ CHAPTER XL 

But who was this genlmn with a fine name — ~ Mr* 
Frederic Altamont? or what was he? The most mys- 
torus genlmn that ever I knew. ■ Once I said, to him, on 
a wery rainy day, “Sir, shall I bring the gig down to 
your office?” and he gave me one of Ids. black looks 'and 
one of his loudest hoaths, and told, me, to mind my own 
bminess, and attend to my orders. Another day, — it 
was on the day when Miss Mary slapped Miss -Betsy’s 
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face, — Mss M., who adoared him, as I have said al- I 

ready, kep on asking him -what was his buth, parentidg, { 

and ediccation. “Dear Frederic,” says she, “why this j 

mistry about yourself and your haetions? why* hide, 
from your little Mary” — they were as tender as j 

this, I can tell you — “your buth and your pro- , 

fessin?” ' ■ 

I spose Mr. Frederic looked black, for I was only j 

listening, and he said, in a voice agitated by amotion, 

“Mary," said he, “if you love me, ask me this no more: 

let it be sfisknt for you to know that I am a honest ( 

man, and that a secret, what it would be misery for vou 

to lam, must hang over all my actions — that is, from I 

ten o’clock till six.” • , 

They went on chaffin and talking in this melum- ! 

colly and mysterus way, and I didn’t lose a word of 
what they said, for them houses in Pentonwille have ’) 

only walls made of pasteboard, and you hear rayther i 

better outside the room than in. But, though he* kep 
up his secret, he swore to her his affliction this day 1 

pint blank. Nothing should prevent him, he said, from 
leading her to the halter, from nmkin her his adoaruble 
wife. After this was a slight silence. “Dearest Fre- 
deric,” mummered out miss, speakin as if she was 
chokin, “I am yours — yours for ever.” And then i 

silence agen, and one or two amax, as if there was kis- # 

sin going on. Here I thought it best to give a rattle at 
the door-lock; for, as I live, there was old Mrs. Shum » 

a-walkin down the stairs! 

It appears that one of the younger gals, a looking 
out of the bed-rum window, had seen my master come 
in, and coming down to tea half an hour afterwards, i 

said so in a cussary way: Old Mrs. Shorn, who was a I 
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dragoB of verfyou, cam bustling down the stairs, pant- 
ing and frowning, as fat and as fierce as a old' sow at 
feedin time. 

“Where *s tlxe lodger, fellow?” says she to me. 

I spoke loud enough to be beard down the street — 
a If you mean, ma’am, my master, Mr. Frederic Alta- 
mniit, ^esquire,, be A just stept in, and is puttin on: clean 
shoes in bis bed-room.” 

Bbe said notliink in answer, but dumps past me, 
and opening the parlor-door, sees master looking very 
queer, and Miss Mary a drooping down ber head like a 

pale lily. 

“Did you come into my family ” says she, "to cor- 
rupt my daughters, and to destroy the hinnocence of 
that infamous gal? Did you come here, sir, as a sedu- 
cer, or only as a lodger? Speak, sir, speak!” — and 
she folded ber arms quite fierce, and looked like Mrs. 
Siddums in the Tragic Mews. 

"I came here, Mrs. Shum,” said he, “because I loved 
your daughter, or I never would have condescended to 
live in such a beggarly bole. I have treated ber in 
every respect like a genbrm, and she is as binnoeent 
now, mam, as sbe was when sbe was bom. If she’ll 
marry me, I am ready; if she’ll leave you, she shall 
have a borne where she shall be neither bullyd nor 
starved; no hungry frumps of sisters, no cross mother-in- 
law, only an affecksbnat husband, and all the pure plea- 
sures of Hyming” 

Mary thing herself into Ms arms — “Dear, 1 dear 
'Frederic,” says sbe, “I’M never leave you” 

“Miss,” says Mrs. Shum, “You ain’t a Slamcoe nor 
yet a Buck master, thank God. You may many this 
person if your pa thinks proper, and he may insult me 
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brave me — trample on my feelinx in my own 

house — and there’s no-o-o-obody by to defend me.” 

I knew what she was going to be at: on came her 
lust arris agen, and she began sereeehin and roarin like 
mad. Down comes of course the eleven gals and old 
Skum. There was a pretty row. “Look here, sir,’ 
says she, “at the eonduck of your precious trull of a 
da ught er — alone with this man, kissin and dsmdkn, 
and Lawd knows what besides.” 

“What, he?” cries Miss Betsy — “he in love with 
Mary! 0, the wretch, the monster, the deceiver!” - 
and she falls down too, screeching away as loud as her 
mamma; for the silly creature fancied still that Altamont 
had a fondness for her. 

“Silence these women!” shouts out Altamont, thun- 
dering loud. “I love your daughter, Mr. Shum. I will 
take her without a penny, and can afford to keep her. 
If you don’t give her to me, she’ll come of her own 
will. Is that enough? — may I have her?” 

“We’ll talk of this matter, sir,” says Mr. Shum, 
looking as high and mighty as an alderman, “rials go 
up stairs with your dear mamma.” — And they all 
trooped up again, and so the skrimmage ended. 

You may be sure that old Shum was not very sorry 
to get a husband for his daughter Mary, for the old 
creatur loved her better than all the pack which had 
been brought him or horn to him by Mrs. Buekmaster. 
But, strange to say, when he came to talk of settle- 
ments and so forth, not a word would my master an- 
swer. He said he made four hundred a-year reg’lar — 
he wouldn’t tell how — hut Mary, if she married him, 
must, share all that he had, and ask no questions; only 
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mayster’s liking, though he was too good natured to wex 

Ms wife in trifles. 

But Betsy never had forgotten the recollection of old 
days, and hated Altamont like the foul feind. 8he put 
all kind of had things into the head of poor innocent 
missis ; who, horn being all gaiety and cheerfulness, grew 
to be quite meliimcolly and pale, and retchid, just as if 
she had been the most misrable woman in the -world. 

In three months more, a baby comes, in course, and 
with it old Mrs. Shum, who stuck to Mrs. side as close 
as a wampire, and made her reteliider and rcd.chid.er. 
She used to bust into tears when Altamont came home; 
she used to sigh and wheep over the pore cMld, and say, 
“My child, my cMld, your father is false to me;” or, 
“your father deceives me;” or, “what will you do when 
your poor mother is no more?” or such like sentimental 
stuff. 

It all came from Mother Shum, and her old trix, as 
I soon found out. The fact is, when there is a mistry 
of this kind hi the house, its a servant's duty to listen ; 
and listen I did, one day when Mrs. was eryin as usual; 
and fat Mrs. Shum a sittin consolm lier, as she called it, 
though, Heaven knows, she only grew wuss and wuss 
for the consolation. 

Well, I listened; Mrs. Shum was a rockin the baby, 
and missis eryin as yousual. 

“Pore dear i^nocmt, ,, says Mrs. 8., heavin a great 
sigh, “yem%e the child of a unknown father, and a 
raisrabble mother.” 

“Don't speak ill of Frederic, mamma” says missis; 
“he is all kindness to me.” 

“ All kindness , indeed! yes, he gives you a tine house, 
and a tine gownd, and a ride in a fly whenever you 
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please; but where does all his money come from? Who 
is lie — what is he? Who knows that he mayn’t be a 
murderer, or a housebreaker, or a utterer of forged notes? 
How can he make his money honestly, when he won’t 
say, where he gets it? Why does he leave you eight 
hoiirs every Mossid clay, and won’t say where he goes to? 
Jh, A! ary, Alary, you are the most, injured of women!'” 

And with this Mrs. Shrnn began sobbin; and Miss 
befsy began yowling like a cat in a gilder; and pore missis 
cried, too tears is so remarkable infeekshus. 

“ Perhaps, mamma/’ wimpered out she, “Frederic is 
a shopboy , and don’t like me to know that he is not a 
gentleman.” 

A shophoy/’ says Betsy; “he a shopboy! 0 no, no, 
no! more likely a wretched willain of a murderer, stabbin 
and robing all day, and feedin you with the fruits of his 
ill-gotten games!” 

More eryin and screechin here took place, in which 
the baby joined; and made a very pretty consort, I can 
tell you. 

a He can’t be a robber,” cries missis; “he’s too good, 
too kind, for that; besides, murdering is done at night* 
and brediie is always home at eight.” 

. “but be ean be a forger/’ says Betsy, “a wicked, 
wicked forger. Why does he go away every day? to 
forge notes, to be sure. Why does he go to the city? to 
be near banks and places, and so do it more at his con- 
venience.” 

“But he brings home a sum of money every day 

about thirty shillings * — • sometimes fifty: and then he 
smiles, and says its a nood day’s work. Tin's nnf lilrr* 
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villain — the sneaking, double-faced Jonas! he’s mamed 
to somebody else, be is, and that’s why he leaves you, 
the base biggymist?” ^ 

• At this, ]Jfrs. Altamont, struck all of a heap,^ feinted 
clean away. A .dreadful business it was hktamx; 
then hystarrix, in course, from Mrs. Shnm; bells ringm, 
child squalin , suwants tearin up and down stairs with 
' hot water! If- ever there is a noosance in the world, , it s 
a house where faintin is always goin on. I wouldnt 
live in one, — no, not to be groom of the chambers, and 
git two hundred a year. * 

It was eight o’clock in the evenm when this row took 
place; and such a row it was, that nobody but me heard 
master’s knock. He came in, and heard the hooping, 
and screeching, and roaring. He seemed very much 
frightened at first, and. said, “What is it? 

“Mrs. Shum’s here,” says I, “and Mrs. 'in astarrix. 

Altamont looked -as black as* thunder, and growled 
out a word which I don’t like to name, — let it suffice 
that it begins with a d and ends with a nation: and he 
tore up stairs like mad. 

He bust open the bed-room door; missis lay quite 
pale and stony on the sofy; the babby was sereecHn from 
the' craddle; Miss Betsy was sprawlin over missis; and 
Mrs. Shum half on the bed arid half on the ground: all 
howlin and squeelin, like so many dogs at the mound. 

When A. came in, the mother and daughter stopped 
all of a sudding. There had been one or two tiffs before 
between them, and they feared liim as if he had been a 

' “ “What’s this infernal screeching and crying about?' 
gays he “Oh, Mr. Altamont,” cries the old woman, “you 
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Imow too well; it ’s about you that this darling child is 
misrabble!” * . ’• 

“And why about me, pray, madam?” . . 

“Why, sir, dare you ask why? Because you .deceive' 
her, sir;' because you are a false, cowardly traitor, six'; 
because you have a wife elsewhere , sir!” .And the old 
lady and Miss Betsy began to roar again as loud as ever. 

Altamont pawsed for 'a minnit, - and then ‘flung the 
door wide open; nex he seized Mss Betsy as if his hand 
were a vice, and he world her out of the room;' then up 
he goes to Mrs. S, “Get up,”. says he, thundering loud,, 
“you lazy, trollopping, mischief-making, lying old fool! 
Get up, and get out of this house. You have been the 
cuss and bain of my ‘happyniss since you entered it. 
With your d — d lies, and nowle reading, and histemx, 
you have perwerted Mary, and made her almost as mad 
as yourself.” 

“My child! my* child!” shriex but Mrs. Shum, and 
clings round missis. But Altamont ran between them, 
and griping the old lady by her arm , dragged her to the’ 
door. “Follow your daughter, main,” says he, and dowu 
she Went. “ Ckawls , see those ladies to the door ” he 
hollows out, “and never let them pass it again.” We 
walked down together, and off they went: and master 
locked and double-locked the bed -room door after him, 
intondin, of course, to have a tator tator (as they say) 
with his wife. You may be sure I .followed up stairs 
again pretty quick, to hear the result of their confidence* 

As they say at 8t. Stevenses, it was rayther a stormy 
debate. “Mary,” says 'master, .“you’re no longer the 
merry grateful gal, I knew and loved at Pentonwill: 
there *s some secret a pressin on you — there } s no smilin 
welcom for me now, as. there used formly to be! Your 
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mother and sister-in-law have perwerted you, Mar} : and 
that's why I Ve drove them from tins house, which they 
shall not re-enter in my life.” 

“0, Frederic! it's you is the cause, and not I. Why 
do you have any mistry from me? Where do you spend 
your days? ’Why 'did you leave, me, even on the . day . of 
your marridge, for eight hours, and continue to do so 

every day?” ; , 

“Because,” says he, “I makes my livelihood by it 
I leave you, and don't tell you how I make it; tor it 
would make you none the happier to know. 

It was in this way the eomwsation ren on — more 
tears and questions on my missises part, more sturmness 
■and silence on my master’s: it ended tor the first 
time * since their marridge, in a reglar quarrel Were 
difrent, I can tell you, from all the hammerous billing 
and kewing which had proceeded their nupshuls. 

Master went out, slamming the door in a fury; as 
well he might Says he, “If I can’t have a eoinforable 
life , I can have a jolly one;” and so he went oft to the 
hed tavern, and came home that evening beesly in- 
tawsicated. When high words begin in family drink 
generally follows on the genhnan's side; and then, tear- 
well to all eonjubial happyniss! These two pipple, so 
fond and loving were now siriy, silent, and full of il 
wil Master went out earlier, mid came home later; 
missis cried more, and looked oven paler than be- 
fore. 

Well, things went on in this uncomfortable way,' 
f master still in the mopes, missis tempted by the clea- 
mons of jellosy and curiosity; until a singlar (indent 
brought to light all the goings on of Mr. ‘Altamont. 

It was the tenth of January; I reeklect the day, for 
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oM Shum gey me half-a-crownd (the fust and last of Ms 
money I ever see, by the way): he was dining along 
with master, and they were making merry together. 

Master said, as he was mixing his fifth tmnler of 
punch and little Shum his twelfth, or so — master said, 
“I see you twice in the City to-day, Mr. Shum” 

“ "V\ ell that’s cnrous I ” says Shura. "I was in the 
€i.ty f . To day’s the day when the divvy dins (God 
bless’em) is paid; and me and Mrs. B. went for our half- 
years inkem. But we only got out of the coach, crossed 
the street to the Bank, took, our money, and got in agen. 
Bow could you see me twice?” 

Altamont stuttered, and stammered, and hemd, and 
hawd.^ “0!” says he, “I was passing — passing as you 
went in and out.’ And he instantly turned the conver- 
sation, and began talking about pollytix, or the weather 
or some such stuff. 

“Yes, my dear,” said my missis; “but how could 
you see papa twice?” Master didn’t answer, but talked 
pollytix more than ever. Still she would eontiny on. 
“ Where was you, my dear, when you saw pa? What 
were you doing, my love, to see pa twice?” and so forth. 
Master looked angrier and angrier, and Ms wife only 
pressed him wuss and wuss. 

This was, as I said, little Shum’s twelfth tmnler; 
and I knew pritty well that he could git very little 
further; for, as regiar as the thirteenth came, Bhum was 
drunk. The thirteenth did come, and its eonsquinzes. 
I was obliged to Iced him home to John Street, where 
I left him in the hungry arms of Mrs. Bhum. 

*‘3iow the d — said he all the way, “ how d dd — the 
deddy — cleddy — devil — could he have seen me 
twice ?” 
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It was a' sad sEp on Altaxnonfs part, for no sooner 
did he go out the next morning than missis went out 
She tor down the street, and never stopped till 
she came to her pa's house at Pentonwiil. Bhe was 
elositid for an hour with her ma, and when she left' her 
she drove straight to the City. Bhe walked before the 
Bank, and behind the Bank,, and round the Bank: she 
came home disperryted, having learned nothink. 

And it was now an extraordinary thing that, from 
Shum’s house for the next ten days there was' nothink 
but expyditions into the City. Mrs. S., tho her drop- 
side legs had never carred her half so fur before, was 
eternally on the bey veve, as the French say. If she 
didn't go, Miss Betsy did, or misses did; they seemed to 
have an attrackshun to the Bank, and went there as 
natral as an omlibus. 

At last one day, old Mrs. Shum comes to our house 
— (she wasn’t admitted when master was there, but 
came still in his absmts) — and she wore a hair of try- 
umph, as she entered. 

“Mary,” says she, “where is the money your bus- 
hind brought to you yesterday?” My master used al- 
to give it to missis when he returned. 

” says Mary, “"Why here!” And 
she shewed a sovrin, a good heap 
odd-looking little coin. 

’ that's it! cried Mrs. 8. “A Gueene 
Anne’s sixpence, isn’t it dear dated seventeen him- 
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“Now ? my love,” .says she, “I have 
Come with me to-morrow, and you shall know ' 

And now comes the end of my story. 

# # it # # ■ ** 

The ladies nex morning set out for the City, and I 
walked behind, doing the genteel thing, with a nosegy 
and a goold stick. We walked down the blew Eoad — 
we walked down the City Eoad — we walked to the 
Bank. We were crossing from that heddyfiz to the other 
side of Corahill, when all of a sudden missis shreeked, 
and fainted spontaeeously away. 

I rushed forrard, and raised her to 'my arms: spiling 
thereby a new r weskit, and a pair of crimson smalcloes. 
1 rushed forrard, I say, very nearly knocking down the 
old sweeper, who was hobling away as fast as posibil. 
We took her to Birch’s; we provided her with a hackney- 
coach and every lucksury, and carried her home to Is- 
lington. 


That night master never came home. Nor the nex 
niglit, nor the nex. On the fourth day, . an octioneer 
arrived; he took an infantry of the fumitur, and placed 
a bill in the window. 

At the end of the wick Altamont made his appear- 
ance. He was haggard and pale; not so haggard, how- 
ever, not so pale, as Ms misrable wife. 

Ho looked at her very 1 tendrilly. I may say, it’s 
from Mm that I coppied my look to Miss — . He 
looked at her very tendrilly and held out 
She gov a suffycating shreek, and rusht into 
braces. . 
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saved two more. I’ve sold my house and furnitur, and 
that brings me another. W e 11 go abroad and love each 

other, has formly.” 

And now yon ask me, Who he was? I shudder to 
relate. — Mr. Haltamont swejp the crossin from the 

Bank to Cornhxll!! 

Of cots, I left his servis. 1 met him, few years 
after, .at Badden-Badden, where he and Mrs. A. were 
much respectid, and pass for pipple of propaty. 


THE AMOUBS OF ME. DEUCEACE. 

DIMOND CUT DIMOND. 

The name of my nex master was, if poshil, still 
more ellygant and youlbnions than that of my fast. I 
now found myself boddy servant to Hie llonrabble Hal* 
gernon Percy Deueeaee , youngest and fifth son of the 
Earl of Crabs. 

Halgeraon was a barrystir — that is, he lived in 
Pump Cort, Temple; a wulgar nay brood, witch pmps my 
readers don’t no. Sufiks to say, its on the confines of 
the citty, and the ehoasen ahead of the lawyers of tins 
metrappolish. 

. When I say that Mr. Deueeaee was a barrystir, I 
don’t mean that he went sesshums or sureoafs (m they 
call ’em), but simply that he kep chambers, lived its 
Pump Cort, and looked out for a eomnutionarship, or a 
revisinship, or any other place that the Wig guwyment 
could give Mm. His father was a Wig pier (as the 
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landriss told me), and had been a Toary pier. The faek 
is, Ids lordship was so poar, that he would be any think 
or nothink, to get provisions ibr his sons and an iakum 
H for himself. 

1 phansy that he aloud Halgemon two hundred a-year; 
and it would have been a very comforable maintenants, 
only he knever paid him. 

Owever, the young gxtimn was a genlinn, and no 
mistake; he got his allowents of nothink a-year, and 
spent it in the most honrabhle and fashnabble manner. 
He kep a kah — he went to Holmax — and Crockfud’s 
— he moved in the most xquhszit suckles and truhbld 
the law boox very little, I can tell you. Those fash- 
nabble gents have ways of getten money, witch comman 
pipple doant understand. 

Though he only had a therd floar in Pump Cort, he 
lived as if he had the welth of Cresas. The tenpun 
notes lloo ahowt as common as haypinee — clarrit and 
shampaug was at liis house as vulgar as gin; and very 
glad I was, to be sure, to be a valley to a Hon of the 
nobillaty. 

Deuceaec had , in his sittm-room , a large pietur on a 
sheet of paper. The names of his family was wrote on 
it; it was wrote in. the shape of a tree,* a groin out of a 
man-in-armer’s stomiek, and the names were on little 
plates among the bows. The pietur said that the Deuce- 
aces kern into England in the year 1066, along with 
William Cmquemm. My master called it his podygree. 
I do hkvv it was because lie had this pietur, and be- 
cause lie was the Honrabhle Deueeace, that he man- 
n itched to live as he did. .If he had been a common 
man , you *d have said he was no better than a swinler. 
It *s only rank and buth that can warrant such singula* 
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titles as my master showed. For it’s no use disgysing it 

— the Honrabhle Halgemon was a gambleb. For a 
man of wnlgar family, it's the wust trade that can. be 
* — for. a man of common feelinx of honesty, this pro- 
fession is quite imposbil; but for a real thorough-bread 
genlmn, it’s the esiest and most prophetable line he 

* can take, ' _ ’ 

It may praps appear curous that such a fashnabble 
man "should lire in the Temple; but it must be reck- 
lected,. that it 7 s not only lawyers who live in what's 
called the Ins of Cort. Many -batchylers, who have no- 
think to do with lor, have here their login*; and many 
sham barristers, who never put on a wig and gownd 
twise in their lives, kip apartments in the Temple, 
instead of Bon Street, Picklediily, or other fashnabble 
■places, 

. Frinstonce, on our stairkis (so these houses are, 
•called), there was 8 sets of Chamberses, and only 
3 lawyers,' These was bottom Ildar, Screwson, Hewwra, 
and Jewson, attorneys; fust Boar, Mr, Sergeant Flabber 

— opsite, Mr. Coimslor Bruffy; and secknd pair, Mr. 
Haggerstony, an Irish couhslpr, praktisiiig at- the Old 
Baly, and lickwise what they call reporter to the Morn- 
ing Post nyouspapper. Opsite him’ was wrote 


Mr. Richabd Bi-kwitt; 


and on the thud flour, with, my master, lived one Mr. 
Dawkins. , 

This young fellow was a new comer into the Temple, 
and unlucky it was for him too — ’ he'd better have 
never been born; for it 'a my firm apinion that the 
Temple ruined him — that is, with the help, of my 
master and Mr, Dick Blewitt, as you shall hear- 
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Mr. Dawkins, as I was gave to understand . by Ms 
young man, had jest left the TTniversary of. Oxford, and 
had a pretty" little fortn of Ms own. — six thousand' 
pound, or so ■ — in the stox. He was jest of 'age-, an 
orfin who had lost his father and mother- and haying 
di stink wished hisself at eolliteh, where he gained : sef&M 
prices, was come to town' to push his fortn, and study 
the barrvster’s bigness. 

.Not bein of a very Mgh fammly hisself* — indeed, 
I’ve heard' say Ms father was a clnsmonger, or some- 
think of that lo sort — Dawkins was glad to find Ms 
old Oxford trend, Mr. Blewitt, yonger son to rich Squire 
Blewitt, of Listershire, and to take rooms so near him. 

How, the’ there was a eonsiddrable intimacy between 
me and Mr. Blewitt’s gentleman, there was scarcely any 
betwixt our masters, — mine being too much of the 
aristoxy to associate with one of Mr. Blewitt’s * sort 
Blewitt was what they call a bettin man; he went reglar 
to Tattlesalfs, kep a pony, wore a wMte hat, a blue 
berdVeye handkereher, and a cut-away coat In his 
manners he was the very contrary of my master, who 
was a slim, ellygant man as ever I see — he had very 
white hands, rayther a sallow face, .with sharp dark ise, and 
small wiskus neatly trimmed and as black , as Warren’s jet 
— he spoke very low and soft — he seemed to he watchln 
the person with whom he was in conversation, and always' 
flatten! every ’body. As for Blewitt, he was quite of 
another sort. He was always swearin, singing, and 
slappin people on the hack, as hearty as posbill He 
seemed a merry, careless, honest cretur, whom one 
would trust with life and soul. Bo thought Dawkins, at 
least; who, though a quiet young man, fond of his boox, 
navvies, Byron’s poems, floot-playing, and such like 
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seientafic amusements, grew hand in glove with honest 
Dick Blewitt, and soon after with my master, the Hen- 
rabble Halgcmon. Poor Daw! he thought he was 
inakin good connexions, and real trends — he had fallen 
in with a couple of the most etroeious swinlers that 
ever lived. 

Before Mr. Dawkin’s arrivial in our house, Mr. Deuce-' 


$ 


ace had barely condysended to speak to Mr. Blewitt: 
it was only about a month after that suekumstanee that 
my master, all of a sudding, grew very friendly with 
him. The reason was pretty clear, — Deuceaee wanted 
him. Dawkins had not been an hour in masters com- 
pany before he knew that he had a pidgin to pluck. 

Blewitt knew this too: and hcin very fond of pidgin, 
intended to keep this one entirely to himself. It was 
amusln to see the Honrabble Halgemon manuvrmg to 
get this pore bird out of Blewitt’s clause, who thought 
he had it safe. In feet, he ’d brought Dawkins to these 
chambers for that very porpus, thinking to have him 
under his eye, and strip 1dm at leisure. 

My master very soon found out what was Mr. Blew- 
itt’s game. Gamblers know gamblers , if not by instink, 
at least by reputation; and though Mr. Blewitt moved in 
a much lower spear than Mr. Deuceaee, they knew each 
other’s dealing and earacters pufflekly well. 

“Charles, you scoundrel,” says Deuceaee to me one 
day (he always speak in that kind way), “who is tins 
person that has taken the opsit chambers, and plays the 
flute so industrusly?” 

“It *8 Mr. Dawkins, a rich young gentleman from 
Oxford, and a great frend of Mr. Biowittses, sir ” says 1, 
“they seem to live in each other’s rooms.” 

Master said nothink, but he grhdrf — my eye, how 


m 
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lie did grin! Sot the fowl find himself could saear 
more satanniekly, 

I knew what he meant:' 

Impnrmsh. A man who plays the floot is [a simpleton. 

ISecknly. Mr. Blewitt is a raskle. 

Tliirdmo. When a raskle and a simpleton is always 
together, and when the simpleton is rich, one knows 
pretty well what will come of it. 

I was hut a lad in them days, but I knew what was 
what, as well as my master; it’s not gentlemen only 
t lint’s up to snough. Law bless us! there was four of 
us on this stairkes, four as nice young men as you ever 
see; Mr. Bruffy’s young man, Mr. Dawkinses, Mr. Blew- 
itt’s, and me — and we knew what our masters was 
about as well as they did theirselfs. Brinstance, I can 


aim or drawer, not a Dill, a note, or mimerandum, 
which I hadn't read as well as he; with. Blewitfc’s it was 
the same — me and his young man used to read ’em all. 
There was not a bottle of wine that we didn’t get a 
gks, nor a pound of sugar that we didn’t have some 
lumps of it. We had keys to all the eubbards — we 
pipped into all the letters that kern and went — we 
pored over all the bill-tiles — we ’d the best pickens out 
of the dinners, the livvers of the fowls, the foree-mit 
balls out of the soup, the egs from the sallih As for. 
the coals and candles, we left them to the landrisses, 
'Foil may call this robry — nonsince — it’s only our 
rights — a suwant’s piircjnizzits is as sacred as the laws 
of Hengland. 

Well, the long and short of it is this. Biehard 
Blewitt, esquire, was sityouated as follows: He’d an in- 
cum of three hunderd a-year from his father. Out of 
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this he had to pay one hunderd and ninety fur money 
borrowed by him at collidgc, seventy for chambers, 
seventy more for Ms boss, aty for his suwant on bord 
W!l gis, and about three hunderd and fifty for a sepprat 
establiskmint in the Regency Park; besides this, his 
poekit money, say a hunderd, Ms eat in, tonkin, and 
wine-marchanfc’s MR, about two hunderd inoar. So Hint 
you see he laid by a pretty handsome sum at the end 
of the year. 

My master was difcent; and being a more fashnabble 
man than fer. B-, in course he owed a deal more money, 

There was fust: 


Account contray, at Crockford’s . 

Bills of xchange and I. O. U.‘s (but he didn’t 
pay these in most eases) . 

21 tailors’ bills , in all * • * 

3 hossdealera* do. • ... 

2 coaebbiidfer . . » * * * « 

Bills contracted at Cambritch 

Sandriai^:' a- , : * 


£ ;m i a o 

4903 0 0 
1306,31 9 

402 0 0 
506 0 0 
" 2193 6 § 

mi lo o ( 

~Jl4069 8 T. 


„ I give this a curosity — pippie doant know how in 
many cases fashnabble life is carried on; and to know 
even what a real gulmn owes is somethin, k • instractii 
and agreeable. . 

But to my tail. The very day after my master had 
made the inquiries ooncexmng Mr* Dawkins, witch I 
mentioned already , « he met Mr. Blewitt on the stairs 
and byoutiffle it was to see how this gnlmn, who had 
before been almost cut by my master, was now received 
- by Mm. One of the sweatest smiles 1 ever saw was 
now vkzable on Mr. Deueeaee’s countenance. He held 
out Ms hand, covered with a white kid glove, and said 
in the most frenly tone of vice posbill, “What? Mr. 
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Blewitt? It is an age since we met. What a shame that 
such near nay hors should see each other so seldom!” 

Mr. Blewitt, ' who was standing at . his door, in 
a pe-green dressing-gown, sxnoakin a segar, and singin. 
a hunting eoarus, looked surprised, flattered, and then 
suspicious. ■ ■ JBcu-; B b ' ■ t B , : o 

““Why, yes * says he, “it is, Mr. Deueeace, a long 
time.” 

“Sot, I think, since we dined at Sir George Hookey’s. 
By the by, what an evening that was — hay, Mr. Blewitt? 
What wine! what capital songs! I recollect your f May - 
day in the morning’ — cuss me, the best eomick song 
1 ever heard. I was speaking to the Duke of Don- 
caster about it only yesterday. You know the duke, 
I think.” 

Mr. Blewitt said, quite surly, “Ho, I don’t.” 

“Hot know him!” cries master ; “why, hang it, 
Blewitt! he knows you, as every sporting man in Eng- 
land does, I should think. Why, man, your good things 
are in everybody’s mouth at Hewmarket ” 

And so master went on chaffln Mr. Blewitt. That 
genlmn at fust answered him quite short .and angry: 
but, after a little more flumery, he grew as pleased as 
posbitl, took in all Deuceace’s flatry, and bleeved all 
his lies. At last the door shut, and they both went into 
Mr. Blewitfs chambers together. 

Of course I can’t say what past there; but in an hour 
master kem up to his own room as yaller as mustard, and 
smelliix sadly of baeko smoke. I never see any genlmn 
more sick than he was; he *d been smoakin seaynrs along 
with Blewitt. I said notliink, in course, tho’ I’d often 
heard him xpress his horrow of baeko, and knew very 
well he would as soon swallow pizon as smoke. But 
TJhickemy, Miscellanies . IF. 3 
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f.y he wasn’t a chap to do a thing without a reason: if 

1 he’d been smoakin, I warrant lie had smoked to some 

[ porpus. 

I didn’t hear the convysation between ’em; hut 
| Mr. Blewitt’s man 'did;- it was, — 41 Well, Mr. Blewitt, 

I what capital seagars! Have you one for a friend to 

! smoak?” (The old fox, it wasn’t only the seagars he 

i was a smoakin!) “Walk in,” says Mr. Blewitt; and they 

began a chaffin together; master very ankshous about 
| the young gintleman who had come to live in our 

jj chambers, Mr. Dawkins, and always coining back to 

that subject, — saying that people on the same stairkis 
ot to be frenly; how glad he’d be, for his part., to 
know Mr. Dick Blewitt, and any friend of Ms , and so 
I on. Mr. Dick, howsever, seamed quite aware of the 

| trap kid for him. “I really don’t no this Dawkins” 

I ■ says he: “he’s a ehismonger’s son, I hear; and tho’ I Vo 

exchanged visits with Mm, I doant intend to contmyou 
the acquaintances , — not wishin to assoshate with that 
kind of pipple.” So they went on, master iishin, and 
Mr. Blewitt not wishin to take the hook at no price. 

“Confound the vulgar thief!” inuttard my master, 
as he was laying on his sophy, after being so very ill; 
“I’ve poisoned myself with his infernal tobacco, and 
he has foiled me. The cursed swindling boor! he thinks 
hell ruin this poor cheese-monger, does he? I’ll step 
in, and warn him.” 

I thought I should bust a laffin, when he talked, in 
this style. I knew very well what his “warning” meant, 
~ loekin the stable-door, but stealin the boss fust. 


Hext day, his strattygam for becoming acquainted 
with Mr. Dawkins, we exicuted, and very pritty it was. 
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Besides potry and the floot, Mr. Dawkins, I must 
teU you, had some other parshaDities — wiz., he was 
very fond of good eatin and drinkin. After deadline 
over his music and boox all day, this young genlmn 
used to sally out ot evenings, dine Bumptiously at 
a tavem, dmikin all sots of wine along with Ms friend 
Mr Blewitt He was a quiet young fellow enough at 

S^L.w\ t T ES B '- Wh ° (for Ms ovm Porpuses, 
no doubt,) had got him into this kind of life. Well 

I neednt say that he who eats a fine dinner, and drinks 
too much overnight, wants a bottle of soda-water, and 
a gnl, praps, in the morning. Such was Mr. Dawkinses 
case; arid reglar almost as twelve o’clock came, the waiter 
from Dix Cofly-House was to he seen on our stairMs 
bringing up Mr. D.’s hot breakfast. 

bo man would have thought there was anythink in 
such a trifling cirkumstanee; master did, though, and 
pounced upon it like a coek on a barlyeom. 

He sent me out to Mr. Morell’s in Piekledilly, for 
wot’s called a Strasbug-pie — in French, a “ patty defau 
gram. He takes a card, and nails it on the outside 
case (patty defaw graws come generally in a round 
wooden box, like a drumb); and what do you think 
ho writes on it? why, as folios: — “For the Honourable 
Algernon Percy Deuceace, $c. &c. $c. With Prince 
1 alleyranar s compliments .” 

Prince Tallyram’s complimints, indeed! I lag 1 when 
1 think ol it, still, the old surpint! He was a surpint 
that Deuceace, and no mistake. ’ 

Well, by a most extrornary piece of ill-luck, the nex 
day punetially as Mr. Dawkinses brexfas was coming up 
the stairs, Mr. Halgemon Percy Deuceace was going 

' '' 3 * 
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down. He was as gay as a lark, humming an Oppra 
tune, and twisting round his head his bevy gold- 
headed cane, Down he went very fast, and by a must 
unlucky axdent struck Ms cane against the waiters tray, 
and away went Mr. Dawkinses gril,. kayatm, kite Imp, 
soda-water, and all! I can’t think how my master 
should have choas such an exact time; to be sure, his 
windo looked upon the cort, and he could see every 
one who came into our door. 

As soon as the axdent had took place, master was 
in such a rage as, to be sure, no man ever was in befor; 
he swear at 'the waiter in the most dreddfle way; lie 
threatened him with Ms stick, and it was only when 
he see that the waiter was rayther a bigger man than 
hisself that he . was in the least pazzvffed. He returned 
to his own chambres; and John, the waiter, went off for 
more gril to Dixes Coffy-IIouse. 

# “Tins is a most unlucky axdent, to be sure, Charles/ 
says master to me, after a few mimts paws, during witch 
he had been and wrote a note, put it into an anvelope, 
and sealed it with his bigg seal of arms. “But stay — 
a thought strikes me — take this note to Mr. Dawkins, 
and that pye you brought yesterday; and hearkye, you 
■ scoundrel, if you say where you got . it I will break 
every bone in your skin!” 

These kind of prommises were among the few which 
I knew him to keep: and as I loved heath my skinn 
and my boans, I carried the noat, and, of ears, said 
nothink. Waiting in Mr. Dawkinses el, iambus for a few 
m h m i t s, I returned to my master with an anser. I may 
as well give both of these doeumenee, of which 1 happen 
to- have taken coppies. ; .. * 
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“THE HON. A. P. DEUCEACE TO T. S. DAWKINS, ESQ. 


“Temple, Tuesday. 

■ “ Mr. Deuceace presents his compliments to Mr. Dawkins, 
and begs at the same time to offer Ms most sincere 
apologies and regrets for the accident which has just 
taken place. 

# ^ Ma J Mr. Deuceace he allowed to take a neighbour’s 
privilege , and to remedy the evil he has occasioned to 
the best of Ms power? If Mr. Dawkins will do him the 
favour to partake of the contents of the accompanying 
case (from Strasburg direct, and the* gift of a friend, on 
whose taste as a gourmand Mr. Dawkins may rely), per- 
haps he will find that it is not a bad ’ substitute for the 
plat which Mr, Deueeace’s awkwardness destroyed. 

‘"It will, also, Mr. Deuceace is sure, be no small 
gratification to the original donor of the pate, when he 
learns that it has fallen into the hands of so celebrated 
a bon vfvant as Mr. Dawkins. % 

T, $:Dawkins t .Esq., &c*&c.&c” 


H. ‘ 

FROM T. S. DAWKINS, ESQ., TO THE HON, A. P. 
DEUCEACE. 


“Mr. Thomas Smith Dawkins presents his grateful 
compliments to the Hon. Mr. Deuceace, and accepts with 
the greatest pleasure Mr. Deuceace’s generous proffer. 

“It would be one of the happiest moments of Mr. Smith 
Dawkins’s life, if the Hon. Mr. Deuceace would extend 
his generosity still further, and condescend to partake of 
the repast which his munificent politeness has furnished, 

“ Temple t ■ Tuesday. V. •'■■■ '■ y; : : : '.v /v; y.y.--- i-y " 
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Many and many a time, I say, have 1 grind over 
these letters, which I had wrote from the original by 
Mr. Bradys copyin dark. Deuccacc’s flam about Prince 
Tallyram was puffikly successful. 1 saw young Dawkins 
blush with delite as he red the note; he tour up for or 
live sheets before he composed the answer to it, which 
was as you red abuff, and rout in a hand quite trembling 
with pleasyer. If you could but have seen the look of 
triumph in Deuceace's wicked black eyes, when he read 
the noatt I never see a dearnin yet, but I can phansy 1, 
a holding a ■writhing seal on his pitehfroek , and smilin 
like Deuceace. He dressed himself in his very best 
clothes, .and in he went, after sending me over to say 
that he would xcept with pleasyour Mr. Dawkins’s 
invite,"; ; : ; :v V 

The pie was cut up, and a most frenly conversation 
begun betwixt the two genlmin. Deuceace was quite 
captivating. He spoke to Mr. Dawkins in the most 
T-especkful and flatrin manner, — agread in every think 
he said, , — prazed his taste, his furniter, his coat, his 
classick nolledge, and bis play in on the floot; you’d 
have thought, to hear Hm, that such a polygon of exlens 
as Dawkins did not breath, — that such a modist, s insear, 
honrable genlmn as Deuceace was to be seen no where 
xcept in Pump Oort. Poor Daw was complitly taken in. 
My master said he ’d introduce him to the; Duke of Don- 
caster, and Heaven knows how many nobs more, till 
Dawkins was quite intawsicated with pleagyour. C know 
as a fac (and it pretty well shows the young genlmn’s 
carryter), that he went that very day and ordered 2 new 
coats, on porpos to be introjuiced to the lords in. 

But the best joak of all was at last. Singin, swagrin, 
and swarink — up stares came Mr. Dick Blewifi He 
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flimg open Mr, Dawkins's door, shouting out, " 
old buck, bow are you?'’ when, all of a 
Mr. Deuceaee: Ms jor dropt, he turned choc] 
f ud , th ™ burnin red, and looked as if a sti 
knock him down. “My dear Mr. Blewitt,” says m T 
master, smihn, and oflring liis hand, “how glad I am 
sec you. Mr Dawkins and I were just talking about 
your pony! Pray sit down.” 

dld; m <L now was the question, who should 
sit the other out; hut, law bless you! Mr. Blewitt was 
no match for my master; all the time .he was fidgetty, 
silent, and sulky; on the contry, master was eharndn, I 
never herd such a fio of conversatin, or so many witta- 
eisms as he uttered. At last, completely beat, Mr. Blewitt 
took his leaf; that instant master followed him; and 
passin Ms arm through that of Mr. Dick, led him into 
our ^chambers, and began talkin to Mm in the most 
affaM and affeckslmat manner. 

But pick was too angry to listen; at last, when master 
was telling him some long story about the Duke of Don- 
caster, Blewitt burst out — 

A plague on the Duke of Doncaster! Come, come, 
Mr. Deuceaee, don't you be running your rigs upon me, 
1 an t the man to be bamboozl'd by longwinded stories 
about dukes and duchesses. You think 
you; every man knows you, and your 
Aes, you're after young Dawkins there, and 
pluck him; but you shan't, — no, by 
(The reader must recklect that the oaths 
spiissecl Mr. B's eonvysafion I have lift out) Well, after 
he d bred a wolley of em, Mr, Deuceaee spoke as cool 
as possbill. 

“Heark ye, Blewitt, I know 
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sarvice — out, in cots, the hobligation is no longer 
binding. 

Well, the nex day there was a gran dinner at our 
chambers. White soop, turbit, and lobstir sos; sad&il of 
Scoch muttn, grous, and MArony;' wines, shampang, 
hock, maderia, a bottle of poart, and ever so many of 
eiarrii The compny presint was three;- wiz., the 
Honrabble A, P. Deuceaee, R. Bl.ewi.tt, and Mr. Dawkins, 
Exquires. .My i, how we^genlmn in the Htchin did 
enjy it Mr. Blewittes man eat so ixmch grous (when it 
was *brot out of the parlor), that I reely thought he 
would be sik; Mr. (who was only 

abowt 13, years, mantel i^with M'Arony and 

plumb-puddn, obleegea sefral of Mr. 

D’s. piis, wMcl^^iiM hiin^Eut this jBndl promiscuous : 
I an ? t talkin d^Ee ^^^nts nWr%t AeWasters. ‘ 

Would yopl^bleevfe it? f lifter dinner and praps 8 
bottles of wile between tiie"3, the genlm sat down to 
ecarty. It ? s |%amefwh fo (<3y 2 Ways, Mid where, in 
coarse, when mere ? s Vry 3, one loots o^l 

Fust, they jdayd and a m>und the beti 

At this game they were wonderful e^uill; and about 
supper-time (whenSjg i ne dy m , moj g^rshampang , devld 
biskits, and other th^^^^^^t in) the play stood 
thus: Mr. Dawkins had w r on 2 pounds; Mr. Blewitt, 30 
shillings; the Honrabble Mr. Denceace having lost 31. 
10 s. After the devvle and the shampang the play was 
a little higher. How it was pound pints, and five pound 
the bet. I thought, to be sure, after hearing the com- 
plymints between Blewitt and master in the morning, 
that now poor Dawkins’s time was come. 

Hot so: Dawkins won always, Mr. B. betting on his 
play, and giving him the very best of advice. At the 
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of the evening (which was abowi five oYloek the 
nex morning) they stopt. Master was counting up the 
skore on a card, ' 

“Blewitt,” says ho, “IVe been unlucky, 1 owe you 
— let mo see — yes, five-aud-foriy pounds?” 

“Five-and-forty,” says Blewitt, “and no mistake!” 

“ I will give you a cheque” says the honrabblo genhnn. 

^ “Oh! don’t mention it, my dear sir!” But master got 
sheet of paper, and drew him a check on Messeers. 
and Co., his bankers. 

, says master, “I Ve got to settle with you, 
my dear Mr. Dawkins. If you had haded your luck, I 
should have owed you a very handsome sum of money. 
Voyons , thirteen points at a pound — it is easy to cal- 
culate;” and drawin out Ms puss, ho clinked over the 
table 18 goolden suverings, which shon till they made 
eyes wink. 

Bo did pore Dawkinses,, as he put out his hand, all 
trembling, and drew them in. 

“Let me say,” added master* “let me say (and I ’ye' 
some little experience), that you are the very best 
player with whom I ever sat down.” 

Dawkinses eyes glissened as he put the money up, 
and said, “Law, Deueeace, you flatter me.” 

Flatter him! I should think he did. It was the 
think which master ment. 

“But mind you, Dawkins,” oontinyoud he, “I must 
have my revenge; for I’m ruined — positively ruined — 
your luck.” 

“Well, well,” says Mr. Thomas Smith Dawkins, on 
pleased as if he had gained a millium, “shall it he to- 
morrow? Blewitt, what say you?” 

Mr. Blewitt agreed, in course. My master, after a 
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little demurring, consented too. “"We’ll meet” says he, 
“at your chambers. But mind, my dear fello, not too 
much wine: I can't stand it at any time, especially when 
I have 'to play e'carte with you” 

Bore Dawkins left our rooms as happy as a prim 
“Here, Charles,” says he, and dung me a sovring. Pore 
fellow! pore fellow! I knew what was a combi! 


But the best of it was, that these 13 sowings which 
Dawkins won, master had borrowed them from Mr. 
Blewitt! I brought ’em, with 7 more, from that young 
geiilnnfs chambers that very morning: for, since Ms in- 
terview with master, Blewitt had nothing to refuse him. 

Well, shall I continue the tail? If Mr. Dawkins had 
been the least hit wiser, it would have taken him six 
months befoar he lost his money; as it was, he was 
such a confounded ninny, that it took him a very short 
time to part with it. 

Kex day (it was Thursday, and master’s acquaintance 
with Mr. Dawkins had only commenced on Tuesday), 
Mr, Dawkins, as I said, gey his party, — dinner at 7. 
Mr. Blewitt and the two Mr. D.’s befoar. Play begins 
at 11. Tins time I knew the bisniss was pretty serious, 
for we suwants was packed off to bed at 2 o’clock. 
On Friday, I went to chambers — no master — he kem 
in for 5 minutes at about 12, made a little toilit, ordered 
more devrles and soda-water, and back again he went 
to Mr. Dawkins’s,’ ' ■ : - 

They had dinner there at 7 again, but nobody seamed 
to eat, for all the vitties came out to us genlmn; they 
had in more wine though, and must have drunk at least 
2 dozen in the 38 hours.' 
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At ten o’clock, however, on Friday night, back my 
master came to hie chambers. I saw him as 1 never 
saw him before, namly, reglar drunk. He staggered 
about the room, he danced, he hiekipd, he swear, he 
Hung ine a heap of silver, and, finely, he sunk down 
exosted on his bed; I pnllin off bis boots' and close, and 
making him eomfrabhle. 

When I had removed his garmints, I did what it’s 
the duty of every servant to do — I emtied his pockits, 
and looked at Ms poekit-book and all 'Ms letters: a 
number -of axdents have been prevented that 'way. 

I found there, among a heap of things, the following 
pretty doekyment: 


L 0. U. 

,£4700. 

■ Thomas. Smith Dawkins. 
Friday , 16 th January . 


* There was another bit of paper of the same kind — 
U L 0. H. four hundred pounds, Kiehard Blewitt;” but 

this, in core, ment not! rink. 

% % % , # # 

Hex momin, at nine# master was up, .and m sober as 
a judg. He drest, and was off to Mr. Dawkins. At 10, 
he ordered a cab, and the two genlmn went together. 
“Where shall he drive, sir?” says I. . 

“Oh, tell him to drive to thje Baot.” 

, Poore Dawkins! his eyes red with rumors and sleepliss 
drunkenniss, gave a shudder and a sob, as he sunk back 
in the Vehicle; and they drove on. 


M 
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That clay lie sold out every hapny he was worth, 
xeept five hundred pounds*..': ■■ . ' 


Abowt 12 master had returned, and 'Mr. Dick Blewitt 
came stridin up the stairs with a solium, and important 

hair. ' 

“Is your master at home?” says he. 

■ “Yes,' sir,” says I; and in he walks. I, in coars, 
with my ear to the keyhole , listning with all my mite. 

“Well” says Blewitt, “we maid a pretty good night 
of it, Mr. Deueeace. You’ve settled, I see, with Daw- 
kins.” ' V; ; 

“Settled!” says master. “Oh, yes ‘ — yes — I’ve 
settled with .him” 

“Four thousand seven hundred, I think?” 

“About that — * yes.” 

“That makes my share — let me see — two thou- 
sand three hundred and fifty; which I’ll thank yon to 
fork out” 

“Upon my word — why — Mr. Blewitt,” says 
master, “ I don’t really understand what you mean.” 

“ You don't know what I mean!” says Blewitt, in an 
axent such as I never before heard; “Yon don’t know 
what X mean! Did you not promise me that we were 
to go shares? Didn’t I lend you twenty sovereigns the 
other night to pay our losings to Dawkins? Didn’t you 
swear, on your honour as a gentleman, to give me' half 
of all that might be won in this affair?” 

“Agreed, sir,” says Deueeace; “agreed,” 

“Weil, sir, and now what have you to say?” 

“ Why, that I don’t intend to keep my promise ! You 
infernal fool and ninny! do you suppose I was labour- 
ing for* you? Do you fancy I was going to the expense 
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of mvmg a dinner to that jackass yonder, that yon 
should profit by it? Get away, sir! Leave the room, 
sir! Or, stop — here — I will give you four hundred 
pounds — your own note of hand, sir, for that sum, if 
you will consent to forget all that 1ms passed between 
us, and that you have- never known Mr. Algernon 

Deuceace. ,> 1 

. IVe seen pipple angery before now, but never any 
like Blewiti He stormed, groaned, helloed, swear! At 
hurt, he fairly began blubbring; now cussing and Hashing 
his teeth, now praying dear Mr. Deueeaee to grant him 

mercy. L:..' A. a A.AL ;AL. ,1;, ■ ; , „ ' : f 

At last, master flung open the door (Hearn bless m. 
it’s well I didn't tumble, hed over eels, info the room!), 
and said, “diaries, show the gentleman down stairs! 
My master looked at Mm (|uite steddy. Blewitf • ■slunk 
down, as misrabble as any man 1 ever see. As for, 
Dawkins, Heaven knows where he was! 

# ' # # f 

. « Charles” says my master to me, about an hour 

afterwards, “I hn going to Paris; you may come, too, if 
you please.’* 

SKIMMING S FROM “THE DAIRY OF GEORGE IV." 

CHAHLT.S YELLOWPLUSH, JiSU., T<1 OT.IVER TORRE, ESQ A 

Dear Way, — Takin advantage of the Crismips 
holydays, Sir John and me (who is a member of parly- 


* These Memoirs were Originally published in Fraser's Magazine » and 
it may be stated for the benefit of the unlearned in such matters, that 
^Oliver Yorkc” is the assumed name of the editor of that periodical. 
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merit) had gone down to our place in Yorkshire for six 
wicks, to shoot grows and wood-cox, and enjoj old Eng- 
lish hospatalaty. This ugly Canady bisniss nnluckaly 
put an end to onr sports in the country, and brot ns. up 
to Buddy Square as fast as four posterses could gallip. 
When there, I found your parcel, containing the two 
vollumes of a new book, witch, as I have been away 
from the literary world, and emptied solely in athlathic 
have been laying neglected in my pantry, 
and dekanters, and blacking- 


exorcises, ] 

among my knife-cloaths, 
bottles, and bed-room candles, and things. 

This will, I *m sure, account for my delay in notesing 
the work. I see sefral of the papers and magazeens 
have been befoarhand with me, and have given their 
apimons concerning it; specially the Quotly Renew, 
which has most mussilessly cut to peases the author of 
this Dairy of the Times of George IV.* 

That it’s .a woman who wrote it is evydent from the 
style of the writing, as well as from certain proofs in 
the book itself. Most suttnly a femail wrote this Dairy; 
but who this Dairy -maid may he, I, in coarse, cant 
eonjecter: and indeed, common galliantry forbids me to 
ask. I can only judge of the book itself*, which, it ap- 
pears to me, is clearly trenching upon my ground and 
favrite subjicks, viz. fashnabhle life, as igsibited in the 
houses of the nobility, gentry, and rile fammly. 

But I hare no mallis — infaxnation is infaination, 
and it doesn’t matter where the infamy comes from; 
and whether the Dairy he from that distinguished pen 

* Diary illustrative of tlie Times of George the Fourth, interspersed 
with original Letters from the late Queen Caroline, and from various other 
distinguished Persons* :: P/PWe^pPpP' P 

“TStouturd, tont so s«?ait. tf — Maintenoh. 

In 2 vols. London, 1838. Henry Colburn. 
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to witch it is omurily attributed ~ whether, 1 say, It 
comes from a lady of honor to 'the late quean, or a 
scullion to that difhrqet majisty, no matter; all we ask 
in nollidge, never mind how we have ii Nollidge, as 
our cook says, is like trikel-possit — it? always good, 
though you was to drink it out of an old shoo. 

Well, then, although this Dairy is likely searasly to 
injur my pussonal intrests, by fourstalling a' deal of 
what I had to say in my private memoirs — though 
many, .many guineas, is taken from my pockit, by euttiii 
short the tail of my narratif — ' though much that I had 
to say in souperior languidge, greased with all the elly- 
gance of my orytory, the benefick of my classiele 
reading, the chawms of my agreble wit, is thus abruply 
brot befor the world by an inferior genus, neither 
knowing nor writing English, yet I say, that never- 
theless I must say, what I am puiSekly prepaired to 
say, to gainsay which no man can say a word — yet I 
say, that 1 say I consider tins publication welkoxn. 
Ear from viewing it with enfv, I greet it with applaws; 
because it increases that most extent specious of nol- 
lidge, I mean “Eashnabbie Nouudgs-;?* compaired to 
witch all other nollidge is nonsinee — a bag of goold 
to a pare of snuffers. 

Could Lord Broom, m the Canady question, say moat? 
or say what he had to say better? We are marters, both 
of us, to prinsplo; and every body who knows eather . 
that we would saerafice anything rather than that, 
EasMon is the goddiss I adoar. This delightful work is 
an offring on her Brine; and as sich all her wuahippers 
are bound to hail ii Here is not a question of frumpy 
lords and honmbbles, generals and barronites, but the 
crown itself,’ and the king and queen's actions; witch 
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may be considered as the crown jewels. Here’s princes, 
and grand-dukes and airspareat, and Heaven knows 
what; all with blood-royal in their veins, and their 
names mentioned in the very fast page of the peeridge. 
In this book you become so intmate with the Prince "of 
Wales, that you may follow him, if you please, to his 
marridge-bed; or, if you prefer the Princiss Charlotte, you 
may have with her an hour’s tator-tator.*' 

How, though most of the remarkable extras from this 
book have been given already (the cream of the Dah% 
as I wittily say), I sha.ll trouble yon, nevertheless, with 
a lew; partly because they can’t be repeated too often; 
and because the team of obsyvaiion with -witch they have 
been genxally received by the press, is not igsaekly such 
as I think they merit. How, indeed, can these common 
magaseen and newspaper pipple know anythink of 
fashnabble life, let alone ryal? 

Conseaving, then, that the publication of the Dairy 
has done reel good on this scoar, and may probly do a 
deal moor, I shall look through it, for the porpus of 
selecting the most ellygant passidges, and which I think 
may be peculiarly adapted to the reader’s benefick. 

For you see, my dear Mr. Yorke, that in the fust 
place, that tins is no common eatehpny book, like that of 
most authors and authoresses who write for the base 
looker of gain. Heaven, bless you! the Dairy-maid is 
above anything musnary. She is a woman of rank, and 
no mistake; and is as much above doin a common or 
vulgar action as I am superaor to taking beer after 
dinner with my cheese. She proves that most satis- 
fackarily, as we see in the following passidge: — ■ 


** Oar estimable correspondent means, we presume, — O. Y. 

Thackeray, Miscellanies . IV. 4 


i 
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“Her royal highness came to me, tad having spoken * few phrases an 
different subjects, 'produced all the papers she ’wishes to Slave published: 
her whole correspondence with the prince relative to Lady «l— "s dismissal ; 
his subsequent neglect of the princess; and. finally, the acquittal of her " 
supposed guilt, signed by the Duke of -Portland,. Ac.,, at the time of the 
secret inquiry; when, if proof could have been brought against her, it 
; . certainly would have been done 5 and which' acquittal v to the; disgrace; of all-., 

. parties concerned , as well as to; the. Justice of the nation in general , was 
not made public at the time* A common criminal is publicly condemned 
or acquitted. Her royal highness commanded me to have these letters 
published forthwith , saying . ‘.You may sell them for a great sum.* At first 
(for she had spoken to me before concerning the business), I thought of 
availing myself of the opportunity; but upon' second thoughts, 1 turned 
from lids Idea with ’detestation . for, if I do wrong by obeying her wishes 
i;v 7 and endeavouring to serve her, I will do so at least from good anti dt»- ■ 

interested motives, not from any sordid views’. The princess commands 
me, and I will obey her, whatever may be the issue: hut not for fare or ;. 

; fee. I own I tremble, not at* much for myself, as for the idea that »hc is ■ 

* . not taking the best and most dignified way of having these papers published. 

I Why make a secret of it at all? If wrong it should not be done; if right it 

should be done openly, and In the face of her enemies. In her royal high- 
•ness's ease, as in that of wronged princes in general, why du they shrink 
f j/ ' from straightforward dealings, and rather have recourse to crooked policy V ■ 

‘ v I wish, in this particular instance, I could make her royal highness feel 

, : ' thus; but she is naturally indignant at being falsely accused, and wilt not 

£ condescend to an avowed explanation.*' 


m M 
1 lit 


Gan anythink be more just and hoxirabble than this? 
The Dairy-lady is quite fair and abovebered. A clear 
stage, says she, and no faviour! *M won’t do behind my 
back what I am ashamed of before my face: not I! n 
No more she does; for yon see that, though she was 
offered this manyserip by the princess for nothmk\ though 
she knew that she could aetially get for it a large sum 
of money, she was above it, like an honest, noble, grate- 
ful, fashnabble woman, as she was. ’ She aboars secrecy, 
and never will have recors to disguise or crookid pol&cy. 
This ought to bo an unsure to them Radicle members , 
who pretend that they are the equals' of fashnabble 
popple; whereas it’s a well-known fact, that the vulgar 
roagues have no notion of honour. 
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And after this positif declaration, which reflex honor 
on hex ladyship (long life to her! I Ve often waited 
behind her chair!) — after this positif declaration, that, 
even for the porpus of defending her missis, she was so 
hi-mindid as to refuse anythink like a peculiarly . con- 
sideration, it is actially asserted in the public prints by 
a booxeller, that he has given her a thousand pound for 
the Dairy . A thousand pound! nonsince! — it’s a pidg- 
in ent! a base lible! Tins woman take a thousand pound, 
in a matter where her dear mistriss, frend, and beny- 
factriss was concerned! Iseveri A thousand baggonits 
would be more prefrahble to a woman of her xqizzit 
feelins and fashion. . 

But, to proseed. It *s been objected to me, when I 
wrote some of my expearunces in fashnabble life, that 
my languidge was occasionally vulgar, and not such as is 
generally used in those exqnizzit families which I fre- 
quent, kow, 111 lay a wager that there is in this book, 
wrote as all the world knows, by a rele lady, and speakin 
of kings and queens as if they were as common as sand- 
boys — there is in this hook more wulgarity than ever 
I displayed, more nastiness than ever I would dare to 
think on , and more had grammar than ever I wrote since 
I was a boy at school. As for authografy, evry genlmn 
has his own: never mind spellin, I say, so long as the 

senee is right. * V' ; ,’ - , « 

Let me here quot a letter from, a corryspondent ot 
this charming lady of honour; and a very nice corryspon- 
dent he is, too, without any mistake: 
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mMvngc In the newspapers but not the report that Mr. S— is about to 
publish a pamphlet, as an addition to the, Harfoian Tracts, setting forth the 
amatory* adventures of his sister. We shall break ©ur necks In haste to buy 
It, of course crying .* Shameful* all the while; and it is said that Lady O— - 
is to foe cut, which f cannot entirely believe, fad her tell two or three old 
Women about town that they ire young and handsome, and give some well- 
timed parties, and she may still keep the society which she hath been used 
to.,: ..The' times arc not so hard as they unce. were ■when a wuman ..could, not 
construe Magna Charm with anything like impunity. People were full as 
gallant many years ago. But the days arc gone by wherein my lord-pro- 
teetor of the commonwealth of England wai wont to go a love-making to 
Mrs. Kleetwood. with the Bible x M>r hb. arm, 

“ And so Miss ducky Cordon It really clothed with a husband at last, 
and Miss Laura Manners left without a rusted She and Lord Stair should 
marry and have children* in mere revenge. As to Miss Cordon, sludsa 
Venus well suited for such a Vulcan,-— whom nothing but money and a 
title could have rendered tolerable, even to a kitchen wench. It is said 
that the matrimonial correspondence between this couple Is to he published, 
full, of sad scandalous relations , of which you may be sure scarcely a Word- ■ 
is true. In former times* the Duchess of St. A -—’a made use of these 
elegant epistles fit order to intimidate Lady Johnstone: hut that ruse would 
not avail; so in spite they are to be printed. What a cargo of amiable 
creatures!, .Yet will some people scarcely believe In the existence of Fan- 
demoninm, 

,. 44 Tuesday- morning. — You arc perfectly right respeotiijg.thc 'hot rooint 
."'■ hero, ''Which we all cry out against, .'.and'-itt $ft4;*ipggr comfortable — ■ imich 
more so than the cold sands and bleak neighbourhood of the sea; which 
looks vastly well in one of Vamler Velde’s pictures hung upon crimson 
damask, but hideous and shocking in reality. II— and Ida * Hie* (talking 
of parties) were last night at Choimomieloy House, hut seem not to ripen 
in their love. He is certainly good-humoured, and I believe* good-hearted, 
so deserves a good wife; but his eura seems a genuine London miss* made 
up of many affectations. Will she form a .comfortable helpmate? For me* 

.! like not her origin* and deem many strange things to run in blood*, be- 
sides madness and the Hanoverian evil. ■ 

“Thursday.-*- 1 verily do believe that I shall never get to the end of this 
small sheet of paper* so many unheard of interruptions have I had; and 
now I have been to Vanxhall, and caught the tooih-ache. 1 was of Lady 
15. B—m and It—' '# party : very {lull — the Lady giving ns all a supper after 
our ■ AAU. V'-- 

"Much ado was there, God wot 
She would love, but he would not. 1 

He ate a great deal of foe, although he did not seem to require it; And she 
4 fmoit tasyeux doux / enough not on|y to have melted til the foe which m 
swallowed, but his own hard heart into the bargain. The thing will not 
do. In the mean time, Miss Long hath become quite erne! to Welfosfoy 
ifok, and divides her favoar equally between Lords Killeen and Kilwortb, 
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"two M gave birth to a bull. I wish to Hymen that 

felu? were fairly married , for all this pother gives one a disgusting picture 
of human nature.” vV 

A disgusting pictur of human nature, indeed — and 
isn’t he who moralises about it,, and she to whom he 
writes, a couple of pretty heads in the same piece? 
Which, Hr. Yorko, is the wust, the seandle ^ or the 
seandl e-mongers ? -See ^ what it is to be ' a moral man of 
fashn. Fust, he scrapes togither all the bad stoaries 
about all the people of his acquentance — he goes to a 
ball, and lulls or snears at everybody there — he is 
asked to a dinner, and brings away, along with meat and 
wine to Ins heart’s content, a sour stomiek filled with 
nasty stories of all the people present there. He has 
such a squeamish appytite, that all the world seems to 
disagree with him. And what has he got to say to Hs 
dedicate female trend? Why that — - 

Fust. Mr. S. is going to publish indescent stoaries 
about Lady 0 — , his sister, which everybody’s goin to by. 

Nex. That Miss Gordon is going to be cloathed with 
an usband; and that all their matrimonial corryspondins 
is to be published too. 

3, That Lord II. is goin to be married; but there’s 
something rong, in his wife’s blood. 

4. Miss Long has cut Mr. Wellesley, and is gone 
after two Irish lords. 

Wooden you pliancy, now, that the author of such a 
letter, instead of writin about pipple of tip-top qualaty 
was describin Vinegar Yard? Would you beleawe that 
the lady he was a ritin to was a chased, modist lady of 
honour, and mother of a famly? 0 trumpery ! 0 morris ! 
m Homer says, this is a higeous pictur of manners, such 
as I weap to think of, as evry rnorl man must weap. 
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The above is one pritty pictur of mearly faslmabblo 
life: what follows is about families even higher situated 
than the most fashnabblc. Here we have the princess- 
regient, her daughter the Princess Sharlot, her grand - 
mamma the old quean, and her madjisty daughters the 
two princesses. If this is not high, life, I don’t know 
where it is to be found, and it's pleasing to see what 
aiieekshn-and hammy rains in »ucb an exolted spear. 

“ Sunday Ml A- — Yesterday, the princess went to meet the Princess 
Charlotte at Kensington. Lady — told me that* when the latter arrived, 
she rushed up to her mother, and said, ‘For God's sake, be civil to her,* 
meaning the Duchess of Leeds, who followed her. Lady — ■ said she felt, 
sorry for the latter; but when the Princess of Wales talked to her, she 
soon became so free and easy, that one conic} not. have my filing about 
her feelings. Princess Charlotte, 1 was told, was looking handsome, very 
pale, bother head .more becomingly dressed,—- that Is to say less .'dressed,., 
than usual. Her figure is of that full round shape which is now in its 
prime; but she disfigures herself by wearing her bod dice so short, that she 
literally lias no waist. . Her feet arc very pretty; and so are her hands and 
arms, and her ears, and the shape of her head. '"Her countenance hi, .«*>■: 
pressive , when she allows 'her passions to play upon it; and I never saw 
any face, with so- little shade, express so many powerful and varied emo- . 
tions* Lady — told me that the Princess Charlotte talked to her about her 
situation, and said, in a very quiet, but determined way, she would not 
bear it, and that as soon, as parliament met, she Intended to come to War- 
wick House, and remain there*, that she was also ' determined -n.df to con- • 
aider the Duchess of Leeds as her. gmermm'b ui only 'as. her first lad y, She 
, made, many observations oh .other persons anti subjects; mid appears to be 
very quick, very penetrating, but imperious and wilful. . There is a tone 
of romance, too, in her character, which will only serve to mislead iter. 

“She told her mother that there had bmn a great battle, at Windsor 
between the queen and the prince* the former refusing to give up Mis* 
Knight from her own person to attend m Princess Charlotte as sub*gov«r- 
ness. Bat the prince regent had gone to Windsor himself* and insisted on 
her doing 'iff and the ‘old Regain* was forced to submit, but has been ill 
ever since: and Sir Henry Halford declared It was a complete breaking up 
of her constitution *— to the great delight ot the two princesses, who were 
talking about this affair# Miss Knight was the very person they wished to 
have; they think they am do as they like with her. ft has been ordered 
that the Princess Charlotte should not see her mother alone for a single 
moment; but the latter went into her room , staffed a pair of large shoes 
fall of papers, and having given them to her daughter, she went home* 
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Xja.ly — foW me every thing was written down and sent to Mr. Brougham 
ntvri day. 

See what * diskeord will creap even into the best 
regulated families. Here are six of ’em - — 'vi z,, the 
quean and her two daughters, her son, and Ms wife and 
daughter; and the manner in which they hate one 
another is a eompleat puzzle. 


( his mother. 

/ liia wife 


. The Prince hates ? his wife. 

I Ms daughter. 

Princess Charlotte 'hates’ her father. 

Princess of Wales hates her husband. 

The old quean , by their squobbles, is on the pint of 
death; and her' two jewtiful daughters are delighted at 
the news. What a happy, fasimabble, Christian famly! 
0 Mr. Yorke, Mr. Yorke, if* this is the way in the 
drawin rooms, Fm quite content to live below, in pease 
and eharaty with all men; writin, as X am now, in my 
pantry, or els havin a quite game at cards in the ser- 
vants-all. With us there V no bitter, wicked, quarling of 
this sort-'. We don’t hate our children, or bully our mo- 
thers , or wish em ded when they Ye sick, as this .Daily- 
woman says kings and queans do. When we ? re writing 
to our friends or sweethearts, ive don’t fill our letters 
with nasty stoaries, takin away the carricter of our 
fellow-servants, as this maid of honour’s amusin, moral, 
frond does. But, hi coarse, its not for us to judge of 
betters; — these great people are a supeamr race, 
we ca&’t comprehend' their ways. 

Do yon reckleet — it ’s twenty years ago now — 
how a bewtifile princess died in givin buth to a poai 
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child, in which were sentered the hopes of every one of 
us, and of which each was as proud as of Ids own wife 
or infnt? Bo you reeklet how pore fellows spent their 
last shill in to buy a black crape for their hats, and 
clergymen cried in the pulpit, and the whole country 
through was no better than a great dismal funeral? Do 
you recklect, Mr, Yorke, who was the person that we 
ail took on so about? 'We called her the Frincis Shari of 
of Wales; and we valyoud a single drop of her blood 
more than the whole heartless body of her father. Well, 
we looked up to her as a kind of saint or angle, and 
blest God (such foolish loyal .English pippin as we ware 
in those days) who had sent this sweet lady to rule over 
us. But Heaven bless you! it was only souporstitiou. 
She was no better than she should be, as it turns out — 
or at least the Dairy-maid .says so — no better? — if 
my daughters or yours was 4 so bad, we’d as leaf 
be dead ourselves, and they hanged. But listen to 
this pritty charritable story, and a truce to reflex- 


“Sunday, January 9, ISM. — ; Yesterday, according ; to. appointment,. 
. I went to Princess €lmriott*. Found M Warwick House the harp-player, 
hiwi; was asked to remain ami listen to his performance , but was talked 
to during the whole time, which completely prevented all possibility of 
listening to the. music. The Duchess of Leeds ami her daughter were in 
the room, Imt left it soon, Hext arrived Miss Knight, who remained all 
■' the time I was there. Princess Charlotte was very gracious ik showed me 
all her bonny dyes, as B — would have called them — pictures', and cases, 
and jewels, Ac. 8he talked in a very desultory way, and it would be dif- 
ficult to say of what. She observed her mother was in very low spirit®. 

I asked her how she supposed she could be otherwise? This queslionmj 
answer saves a great deal of trouble, and serves two purposes — L ft, 
avoids committing oneself, or giving offence by silence. There was hung 
in the apartment erne portrait, amongst others, that very much resembled 
the Buko of D I asked Miss Knight whom it represented. 81m said 
that was not known; it had been supposed n likeness of the Pr«J? Drier, 
when young. This answer suited my thoughts so comically I could have 
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at, court# anything but the contrary of what one 

was inclined to do. 

;^.^'‘ i Pr!ncc«s/GhaTlotto;v|ias : '4';'^e^ great variety of expression inhere 
Ppijnt«nancO:.^ : *:pUy:''bf;.feftM.Wr'*®d & force of muscle, rarely seen in 
'connection with such "soft 1 - and' shadeless colouring. Her hands and arms 
.are beautiful.; 1 but. I think .her:,; figure is: already. gone,, and' will soon be 
precisely "like her .mother’s in short It is the very picture of her, and not in 
miniature* . .1 could not help analysing my own sensations. during, the time I 
was with her,, .and. thought more of them than I did of her. Why was I at 
aiiflattcred'i'.at all m,ore";amnsecl,.-.at all ..more, supple, to this young princess, 
than to her who- Jr only -the same sort of person set in the shade of cir- 
cumstances and .of years? 1 . It is that youth, and the approach of power, 
and the latent views of self-interest, sway the heart and dazzle the under- 
standing. If this is so with a heart not, I trust, corrupt, and a. head 
particularly formed for Interested calculations, what effect must not the 
same causes produce on the generality of mankind? 

“In the course of the conversation , the Princess Charlotte contrived 
to.' edge; in a good deal of tum~de-dy, and would , if X had entered into the 
thing, have gone on with it, while looking at little picture of herself, 
which had about thirty or forty different dresses to put over it, done on 
isinglass , ami which allowed the general colouring of the picture to be 
seen through its transparency. It was, I thought, a pretty enough conceit, 
though rather like dressing up a doll, * Ah ! * said Miss Knight, ‘I am not 
content though, madame — for 1 yet should have liked one, more dress 
that of the favourite Sultana/ 

“ ‘No , no ! ’ said the princess, *1 never was a favourite , and never ean 
be one,’ — looking at a picture which she said was her father's, but which 
X do not believe was done for the regent any more than for me , but repre- 
sented a young man in a hussar's dress — probably a former favourite. 

•‘The Princess Charlotte seemed much hurt at the little notice that 
taken of her birthday. After keeping me for two hours and a half she 
missed me; and 1 am sure I could not say what she said, except that it 
was an olio of decou&m and heterogeneous things, partaking of the charac- 
teristics of her mother, grafted on a younger scion. I dined tate-a~tete 
with my dear old aunt; hers is always a sweet and 


There's a pleasing, lady-like , moral e: 

An innocent young tiling of fifteen lias 
lovers in her room., and expex a good number more. 
This dellygate young creature edges in a good deal of 
timid fidy (I can't find it in Johnson's Dixonary), anti 
would have gone on with the thing (ellygence of Ian- 
guidge), if the dairy-lady would have let 
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Now, to tell you the truth, Mr. Yorke, I doant be- 
leaTe a single syllible of this story. This lady of kou- 
uer says, in the fust place, that the prinuess would have 
talked a good deal of tumdedy: which means, 1 suppose, 
mdeaensy, if she, the lady of hornier would hive let hr. 
This is a good one! Why, she lets every body else talk 
tumdedy to their hearts' content; she lets her friends 
write, tumdedy, and, after keeping it for a quarter of a 
sentry, she prints it. Why, then, ho so squeamish about 
hearing a little! And, then, there’s the stoary of the 
two porfricks. This woman has thu honner to lm re- 
ceived 'in the frcudlyost manner by a British princess; 
and what does the grateful loyal creature do: 2 picture 
of the princess’s relations are hanging in her room, and 
the dairy-woman swears away the poor young, princess’s 
earriekter, by swearing they are picture of her lovers. 
For shame, oh, for shame! you slanderin hackbitin 
dairy-woman you! If you told all them things to your 
“dear old aunt,” on going to dine with her, you 
must have had very “sweet and soothing society,” in- 
deed. 

I had marked out many moar extras , which I in- 
tended to write about; but I flunk I have said enough 
about this Dairy: in fack, the butler, and the gab in 
the servants’, hall are not well pleased that 1. should go 
on readin this naughty hook; so we’ll have no more of 
it, only one passidge about Pollytics, witch is sertnlv 
quite new: — ■ 


I 'If 

‘1 ! 
i jj 
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No one was so likely to be able to defeat Bdnaparte as the Grown 
Prinxte, from the intimate knowledge lie possessed of his character. Berna- 
aotie was also instigated against Bonaparte by one who not only owed him 
a personal hatred,, but who possessed a mind equal to his, and who gave 
the Crown Prince both information and advice how to act. This was no 
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f less a person than Madame de Staid. It was not, as some have asserted, 

that nhe want in lime with Bcrnadolte; for , at the time of their intimacy, 
Madame de Stail wa$ in low with liocca . ' But she used her influence (which 
’ : ; :was ; ' : not .Hinali)', with tlie OrownPrlnee, to make him tight against Bona- 

parte,' and" to /her'; wisdom’' may he attributed couch of the success which 
■■ 'accompanied hi#' attack,- upon him. Bernadette has raised the flame of 
- liberty, which 'seemav fortunately to blaze all around. May. it liberate 
; 'Burppei and ..front -the ashes- of the laurel may olive branches spring up, 

: .'",and. overshadow the earth!” - , V 

J There *s a dlseuvery! that the overthrow of Boneypart 

is owing to Madame 'de Staell "What nonsince for Co- 
lonel Southey or Doctor Napier to write histories of the 
war with that Capsicum hupstart and murderer > when 
here we have the whole affair explaned by the lady of 
honour! y.y; . ■ ■■ yvT'.: v ^ 

** Sunday , April 10, f814. — The Incidents which take place every hour 
are miraculous* Bonaparte is deposed, but alive; subdued, but allowed 
to choose his place of residence. The Island of Elba is the spot he has 
,| Selected for his ignominious retreat. France is holding forth repentant 

f arms to her banished sovereign. The Poissardes who dragged Louis XVI. 

to the scaffold are presenting flowers to Emperor of Russia, the restorer of 
their legitimate king ! What a stupendous field for philosophy to expatiate 
in! What an endless material for thought! What humiliation to the pride 
of mere human greatness! How are the mighty .fallen ! Of all that was 
great in Napoleon, what remains? Despoiled of his usurped power, he 
sinks to insignificance. There was no moral greatness in the man. The 
meteor dazzled, scorched, is put out, — utterly, and for ever. But the 
power which rests in those who have delivered the nations from bondage, 
is a power that Is delegated to them from Heaven; and the manner In 
which they have used it is a guarantee for its continuance. The Duke of 
Wellington has gained laurels unstained by any useless flow of blood. He 
has done more than conquer others — Ire has conquered himself: and in 
the midst of the blaze and flush of victory, surrounded by the homage of 
{•:. nations, he has not been betrayed into the commission of any act of cruelty 

' or wanton offence. He was as cool and self-possessed' under the blaze. and 

: dazzle of fame as a common, man would be under the shade of his garden- 

tree, or by the hearth of his home. But the tyrant who kept Europe in 
awe Is now a pitiable object for scorn to point the tinge, of derision at: 
and humanity shudders as it remembers the scourge with which this man’s 
ambition was permitted to devastate every home tie, and every heartfelt 

: &®y* n 
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And now, after this sublime passidge, m full 0 f 
awfle reflections and pious seniyments as those of Mrs. 
Cole in the play, I shall only quot one little extra! 

more: — 


ini | UAU f° eS g5<mniUy with iim p00r Prlneos*. Lady Charlotte Campbell 

hi nml/ h< "T fttS "f r 1 "* aU ° K ' H4 ‘ '’ Uri ' tUS W*. 

th . .more- the princess is forsaken, the more happy she is at- having 1 nffeml 

a “;,';? v r, a ', thlS *""■ J kl « 15 *"» to. anaZZtt ; 

»>c. gratify ling- to the .piincess, n 

. , So 3 V 8 — vei 7 amiable, wery kind and considdrate 
m her, indeed. Poor Princess; how lucky you was to 
find a trend who loved you for your own sake, and 
when all the rest of the wuld turned its back kep steady 
to you. As for behaving that Lady Sharlot had any 
hand in this book * Heaven forbid! she is all gratitude, 
pure gratitude, depend upon it. »S‘Ae would not go for 
to blacken her old frond and patron’s carrickter, after 
having been so outragusly faithful to her; she wouldn’t 
do it, at no price, depend upon it. How sorry she must 
be that others au’t quite so squemish, and show up in 
this mdesent way the follies of her kind, genrus, foolish 
bennyfactns! 


PORING PARTS. 

It was a singular proof of my master’s modesty, that 
though 1m had won tins andsome sum of Mr. Dawkins, 
and was melmed to be as extravygant and osntatioua as 

* The ‘^athorismr* announcement, in the John Bull newspaper sets 

z°mT~ o!?: at 11 is dMk,rc<i ti>ai *«w.. sra.rs 
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any man I over seed, yet, wen lie determined on going 
to Paris, he didn’t lot a single frond know of all them 
winnings of his, didn’t acquaint my Lord Crabs, his fa- 
ther, that he was about to leave his natiff sboars — 
neigh — didn’t even so much as call together his 
tradesmin, find pay off their little bills hefor his de- 
parture* ^ 

On the contry, "Chawles,” said he to me, “stick a 
piece of paper on. my door,” which is the way that 
lawyers do, “and write ‘Back at seven’ upon it” Back 
at seven I wrote, and stuck it on our outer oak. And 
so mistearus was Deuceaee about his continental tour (to 
all except me), that when the landriss brought him her 
account for the last month (amountain, at the very least, 
to 21 . 10,9*), master told her to leave it till Monday 
morion, when it should he properly settled. It’s ex- 
trodny how ickonomical a man becomes, when he’s got 
five thousand lbs. in his pockit. 

Back at 7 indeed! At 7 we were a roalin on the 
Dover Load, in the Reglator Coach — master inside, 
me out. A strange company of people there was, too, 
in that wehicle, — 3 sailors; an Italyin, with his music- 
box and niunky; a missionary, going to convert the heathens 
in France; 2 oppra girls (they call ’em figure-aunts), and the 
figure-aunts’ mothers inside; 4 Frenchman, with gimgybred 
caps, and mustashes, singing, chattering, and jestickla- 
ting in the most wonderful vay. Such compliments as 
passed between them and the figure-aunts! such a nmn- 
chin of biskits and sippin of brandy ! such 0 mong Jews , 
and 0 saerrre's , and kill fay frwaws / I didn’t under- 
stand their languidge at that time, so of course can’t 
igeplain much of their conwersation; .but it pleased me, 
nevertheless, for now I felt that I was reely going into 
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faring parts, which, ever sms 1 had had any edi cation 
«t all, was always my fondest wish. Heavin bless ns! 
thought I, if these are speeimeens of all Frenchmen, 
what a set they must be. The pore Italyin’s monky, 
sittin mopin and meluncolly on his box 'was not half so 
ugly, and seamed quite as reasonabble. 

Well, we arrived at Dover — Sliip Hotel — weal 
cutlets half a ginny, glas of ale a shilling, glas of nea- 
gush, half-a-crownd, a hapn'y-worth of waxdites four 
shillings, and so on. But master paid without gram- 
Ming;, as long as if was for himself he never minded 
the expens: and ncx day we embarked in the p&clrit for 
Balong sir-mare — which means in French, the town of 
Balong sityouated on the sea. I who had heard of fa- 
ring wonders, expected this to be the fust and greatest 
phansy, then, my disapintment, when we got there, to 
find this Balong, not situated on the sea, but on the 
skoar , 

But, oh! the gettin there was the bisniss. How I 
did wish for Bump Court, agin, as we were tawsing, 
abowt in the Channel! Gentle reader, av you ever been 
on the otion? — -“The sea, the sea, the open sea!**' as 
Barry Cromwell says. As soon as we entered our little 
vessel, and I’d looked to master’s luggiteh and mine 
(mine was rapt up in a very small hankercher), as soon, 
J sa 7> m we entered our little weasel, as soon as I saw 
the waives, black and frothy, like fresh drawn porter, a 
dash-in against the ribbs of our galliant bark, the keal 
like a wedge, splittin the biiloes in two, the sales a 
fiafln in the hair, the standard of Hengland floating at 
the mask-head, the steward a getting ready the basins 
and things, the capping proudly tredding the deck and 
giving orders to the salers, the white rox of Albany and 
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the bathin-masheens disappearing in the distans — then, 
them 1 felt, for the first time,, the mite, the madgisty of 
existence. “Yellowplush, my boy, w said I, in a dia- 
logue with myself, “ your “life is now about to commens 
— your earear, as a man, dates from your entrans on 
board this paekit Be wise, be manly, be cautious, for- 
git the follies of your youth. You are no longer a boy 
now, but a footman. Throw down your tops, your mar- 
bles, your boyish games • — throw off your childish 
babbits with your inky clerk’s jackit — throw up 

your — ” /-Vf : ^ ^ ; V 

# # # .# . •# . ■ 

Here, I recklect, I was obleeged to stopp. A. fealin, 
in the fust place singlar, in the next place painful, and 
at last compleatly overpowering, had come upon me. 
while I was making the abuff speach, and now I found 
myself in a sityouation which Dellixy for Bids me to 
describe. Suffis to say, that now I discovered what 
basins was made for — that for many, many hours, I 
lay in a hagony of exo§tion, dead to all intense and por- 
' puses, the rain pattering in my face, the salens tramplink 
over my body — the panes of purgatory going on in- 
side. When we ’d been about four hours in this sityoua- 
tion (it seam’d to me four ears), the steward comes 
to that part of the deck where we servants were all 
huddled up together, and calls out “Charles!” 

"Well/* says I, gurgling • out a faint “yes, what’s 
the matter?” 

‘‘You ’re wanted.” ■:-■■■■ i. , 

* “Where?” * ’ ' , 

“Your master’s wery ill,” says he, with a grin. 

“ Master be hanged!” says I, turning round more 
misrable than ever. I woodn’t have moved that day for 
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twenty thousand masters — no, not for the Kmpror of 
Bussia or the Pop of Boom. 

Veil, to cut this sad subjik short, many and many 
a voyitch have I sins had upon what Shakspur calls 
“the wasty dip” but never such a retched one as that 
from Dover to Balong, in the year A mm Domino 1818. 
Steamers were, scarce in those days; and our journey 
was made in a smack. At last, when I was in a stage 
of despare . and ■ exostion as reely to phansy myself at 
Death's doar, we got to the end of our joumy. Late in 
the evening we hailed the Gaelic shears, and hankered 
in the arbour of Balong sir Mare. 

It was the entrans of Panwdiee to me and master; 
and as we entered the calm water, and saw the com- 
f rabble lights gleaming in the houses, and felt the real 
of the vessel degreasing, never was two mortials glad- 
der, I warrant, than we were. At length our cap ting 
drew up at the key, and our journey was down. But 
such a bustle and clatter, such jabbering, such shrieking 
and swaring, such wollies of oafe and alterations as sa- 
luted us on landing, I never knew! We were boarded, 
in the fust place, by custom-house officers in cock-huts, 
who sensed our luggiteh, and called for our passpots: 
then a crowd of inn-waiters came, tumbling and scream- 
ing on deck ■ — • <f Dis way, sure ” cries one; “Hotel Mau- 
rice,” says another; “Hotel de Bang” screeches another 
chap — the tower of Bahyle was nothink to it. The 
fust thing that struck me on landing was a big fellow 
with ear-rings, who. very nigh knock mo clown, in 
wrenching master's carpet-bag out of my hand, as 1 was 
carrying it to the- hotel!. But we got to it safe at last; 
and, for the fust time in my life, I slep in a faring 
country. 
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I shan’t describe this town of Balong, which, as it 
has been visited by not less (on an avaridg) than two 
milliums of English since I fust saw it twenty years 
ago, is tolrabbly well known already. It's a dingy, mel- 
lumeolly place, to my mind; the only thing moving in 
the streets is the gutter which runs down ’em. As for 
wooden shoes, I saw few of ’em; and for frogs, upon 
my honour, I never see* a single Frenchman swallow 
one, which I had been led to beleave was their reglar, 
though beastly, custom. One thing which amazed me 
was the singlar. name which they give to this town of 
Balong. It ? s divided, as every boddy knows, into an 
upper town (sitouate on a mounting, and surrounded by 
a wall, or bullyvar), and a lower town, which is on the 
level of the sea. "Well, will it be believed that they 
call the upper town the Hot Veal , and the othor the 
Base Veal , which is, on the contry, gemrally good in 
France, though the heaf it must be contest, is ex** 
scrabble. 

It was in the Base Teal that Deueeace took his lod- 
gian, at the Hotel de Bang, in a very crooked street 
called the Hue del Ascew, and if he’d been the Arch- 
bishop of Devonshire, or the Duke of Canterbury, he 
could not have given himself greater hairs, I can tell 
you. Nothink was too fine for us now; we had a sweet 
of rooms on the first floor, which belonged to the prime 
minister of France (at least the landlord said they were 
the premier 9 #); and the Hon. Algernon Percy Deueeace, 
who had not paid his landriss, and came to Dover in a 
coach, seamed now to think that goold was too vulgar 
for Mm, and a earridge and six would break down with 
a man of his weight. Shampang flew about like ginger- 
pop, besides bordo, elarit, burgundy, burgong, and other 
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wines, and all the delixos of the Belong kitehins. We 
stopped a fortnit at this dull place, and did nothing 
from morning till night excep walk on the beach, and 
watch the ships going in and out of arbor: with one of 
them long, sliding opra-glasses, which they call, I don’t 
know why, tallow-scoops. Our amusements for the fort- 
nit wo stopped here were boath numerous and daiifeful; 
nothink, in feet, could be more pivkong, as they say. In 
the morning before breakfast we boath walked on the 
Peer; master in a blue maroon jaekit, and me in a slap- 
up now livry; both provided with long sliding opra- 
glasses, called as I said (I don’t know* Y, but I spose 
it’s a scientafick term) hallow-scoops. With these we 
igsamined, very attentively, the otion, the sea-weed, the 
pebbles, the dead cate, the hshwimmin, and the waives 
(like little children playing at leap-frog), which came 
tumbling over 1 and other on to the shear. It seemed 
to me as if they were scrambling to get there, as well 
they 'might, being sick of the sea, and anxious for the 
blessid, peaceable terry /imy* 

After brexfast, down we went again (that is, master 
on Ms beat, and me on mine, — for my place in this 
faring town was a complete shiny cure), and putting our 
tally-scoops again in our eyes, we egsamined a little more 
the otion, pebbils, dead cats, unci so on; and this lasted 
till dinner, and dinner till bed-time, and bed-time lasted 
till max day, when came brexfast , and dinner, and tally- 
scooping, as befoar. This is the way wbli all people of 
this town, of which, as I’ve heard say, there is ten 
thousand happy English, who lead this plesnf life from 
year’s end to year’s end. 

| • Besides this ■, there ’$ billiards and gambling for the 
gentlemen, a little dancing for the gals, and swindle for 
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the dowygexu In none of these amusements did we, par- 1 

take. We were a little too good to play crown pints at f 

cards, and never get paid when we won; or to go dang- 1 

ling after the portionless gals, or amuse ourselves with 1 

slops and penny-wist along with the old ladies. ]S T o, no; 1 

my master was a man of fortn now, and hehayved 1dm- \ 

self as sieh. If ever he co n&ysen&ed to go into the pub- 1 

lie room of the Hotel de Bang — the Breach — (doubt- 1 

less for reasons best known to themselves) call this a j 

sallymanjy — he swoar more and lowder than any one i 

there; he abyoused the waiters, the wittles, the wines. 

With his glas in his i, he staired at every body. He 
took always the place before fire. He talked about “My 
carridge,” “My currier/’ “My servant;” and he did wright. 

I’ve always found through life, that if you wish to be 
respected by English people, you must be insalent to 
them, especially if you are a sprig of nobiliaty. We like 
being insulted by noablemen, — it shows they ’re familiar 
with us. Law bless us! I’ve known many and many a 
genlmn about town who’d rather be kicked by a lord 
than not be noticed by him; they Ve even had an aw of 
me , because I was a lord’s footman. While my master 
■was hectoring in the parlor, at Balong, pretious airs I 
gave myself in the kitching, I can tell you; and the con- 
sequents was, that we were better served, and moar 
liked, than many pipple with twice our merit. 

Deuceaee had some paxticklar plans, no doubt, which j 

kep him so long at Balong; and it clearly was his wish 
to act the man of fortune there for a little time before 
he tried the character of Paris. He purchased a carridge, I 

he hired a currier, he rigged me in a fine new livry 
blazin with lace, and he past through the Balong bank a ; 

thousand pounds of the money he had won from Dawkins, : 

// /. ; U '■■■ 5 * ' ; ! 
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to his credit at a Para house; showing the Balong Milkers 
at the same time, that he’d plenty moar in his potfolie. 
Tills was killin two birds with one stone; the bankers’ 
clerks spread the nuse over tin* town, and in a clay after 
master had paid the money every old dowyger in Baloiig 
had looked out the Crab’s family pedigree in the* Pooridge, 
and was quite intimate with the IMimiee name and 
estates. If Batta himself were a Lord, Ido beleuvo there's 
many vurtuous English mothers would he glad to, have 
him for a son-in-law. 

Now, though my master had thought fitt to leave 
town without excommunicating with his father on the 
subject of his intended continents.!! tripe , as soon as he. 
was settled at Balong Ire roat my lord Crabbs a letter, of 
wliich I happen, to have a copy. It run thus: — - 


. . ' "Bot* toyne t JtnwwV*** ■ ■ 

“My dear Father, — I have long, in the. course of 
my legs! studies, found the necessity of a knowledge of 
French, in which language all the early history of our 
profession is witten, and have determined to take a little 
relaxation from chamber reading, which has seriously in- 
jured my health. If my modest finances can bear a two 
months* journey, and a residence at, Paris, I propose to 
remain there that period. 

“Will you have the kindness to send me a letter of 
introduction to Lord Bobtail, our ambassador? My name, 
and your old friendship with him, I know would secure 
me a reception at his house; but a pressing letter from 
yourself would at once be more courteous, and more 
effectual 

“May I also ask you for my last quarter's salary? I 
am not an expensive man, my dear father, as you know; 
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but we are no chameleons, and fifty 'pounds- (with, my' 
little earnings in my profession) would vastly add to the 
agremms of my continental excursion. 

“Present my love to all my brothers' and sisters. Ah! 
how i wish the hard portion of a younger son had not 
been mine, and that I could live without the dire ne- 
cessity for labour, happy among the rural scenes of my 
childhood, and in the society of my dear sisters and you 1 
Heaven bless you, dearest father, and all those beloved 
ones now dwelling under the dear old roof at Sixes. 

Ever your affectionate son. 

i y ! ;Y/A y r;.' “A xoeexon. 

** Ilia Right Hon . the Earl of Crabs , Ac. 
u Sizes Court, Rucks.” 

To this affeekshnat letter his lordship replied, by re- 
turn of poast, as folios: 

“My dear Algernon, — Your letter came safe to 
hand, and I enclose you the letter for Lord Bobtail as 
you desire. He is a kind man, and has one of the best 
cooks in Europe. ■: ■ 

“We were all charmed with your warm remembrances 
of us, not having seen you for seven years. We cannot 
but be pleased at the family affection which, in spite of 
time and absence, still clinas so fondly to home. It is a 
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a i am mmy f truly sorry, that my account at (Wte’s 
is m low, jWt now, as to render a payment of your 
allowance for the present impossible. I see by my book 
that 1 owe you now nine quarters, or 450 L Depend on 
it, my dear boy, that they shall be faithfully paid over 
to you on the first opportunity. 

“By the way, I have enclosed some extracts from 
the news-papers, Which may ink-rest you; anrl have re- 
ceived a very strange , letter from a Mr. Blewitt, about a 
play transaction, which, I suppose, is the case alluded 
to in these prints. He says you won 4700 L from, one 
Dawkins;, that the kd paid it; that he, Blewitt, was to 
go what lie calls ‘'snacks’ in the winning; but that you 
refused to share the booty. How can you, my dear boy, 
quarrel with these vulgar people, or lay yourself in any 
way open to their attacks? I have played myself a good 
deal, and there is no man living who can accuse me of 
a doubtful act. You should either have shot this Blewitt 
or paid him. How, as the matter stands, it is too late 
to do the former; and, perhaps, it would be Quixotic, to 
perform the latter. My dearest boy! recollect through life 
that you never can afford to he dishonest with a rogue . Four 
thousand seven hundred pounds was a great coup to be sure. 

“As you are now in such high feather, can you, 
dearest Algernon! lend me five hundred pounds? Upon 
my soul and honour, I will repay you. Your brothers 
and sisters send you their love. I need not add, that you 
have always the blessings of your affectionate father. 


■ “P.S. — Make it 500, and I will give you my note 
of .hand for a thousand.” 
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I neednfc say that this did not quite enter into Deuce- 
ace's eyedcars. Lend his father 500 pound, indeed! 
He *d as soon have lent him a box on the year! In the 
fust place, he hadm seen old Crabs for seven years, as 
that nobleman remarked in his epistol; in the secknd he 
hated him, and they hated each other; and nex, if master 
had loved Ms lather ever so much, he loved somebody 
else better « — his father’s son, namely: and sooner than 
deprive that extent young man of a penny, he’d have 
scan all the fathers in the world hangin at Hewgat, and 
all the “beloved ones,” as he called Ms sisters, the Lady 
Deueeaeisses, so many convix at Bottomy Bay. 

The newspaper parrografs showed that, however 
secret we wished to keep the play transaction, the public 
knew it now full well. Blewitt, as I found after, was 
the author of the lihels wMch appeared right and left: 

“Gambling in High Life: — the Honorable Mr. De—c— ce again! — 
This celebrated whist-player lias turned his accomplishments to some 
proiit. On Friday, the 16 th January, he won five thousand pounds from a 
very young gentleman, Th— m — s Sm — th D — wk — ns, Esq., and lost two 
thousand live hundred to R. Bl— w-tfc, Esq. , of the T— mple. Mr. D. very 
honourably paid the sum lost by him to the honourable whist-player , but 
we have not heard that, befors his sudden trip to Paris, Mr. D— uc—ce 
paid hi* losings to Mr. Bl—w— tt.’* 

Hex came a “Notice to Corryspondents:” 

“Fair Play .asks us, if we know of the gambling doings of the notorious 
Deuceaec ? We answer, We no; and, in our very next Number, propose 
to make some of them public." b 


yihey didn’t appear, however; but, on the contry, the 
very same newspeper, wMch had been before so abusiff 
of Deueeace, was now loud in Ms praise. It said: 

“A paragraph was inadvertently admitted into our paper of last week, 
most unjustly assailing the character of a gentleman of high birth and 
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talents, the son of the exemplary E— rl of Cr— be, We repel, with scorn 
and Indignation, the dastardly falsehoods of the raallfmant slanderer who 
■vilified Mr. De ~-ce — ce , and beg tw offer that gentlemen the only repara- 
tion in our power for having thus tampered with his unsullied name We 
disbelieve the ruffian and his sfoff, and most sincerely regret that such a 
tale* or such a 'writer, should ever have been brought forward to the 
1 .reader* of this .paper*** 

This was satisfactory, and no mistake: and much 
pleased we were at the denial of this contentious editor. 
80 much pleased that master sent him a ten-pound noat, 
mid his complyminte. He ’d sent another to the same 
address, before this parrowgraff was printed; why, I can’t 
think: for I woodnt suppose any thing musnary in a 
littery man. 

Well, after this hisniss was concluded, the currier 
hired, the earridge smartened a little, and me set up in 
my new limes, we hade ajew to Bulong in the grandest 
state posbilL "What a figure wc cut! and, my i, what a 
figgor the postillion cut! A cock-hat , a jackit made out 
of a cow’s skin (it was in cold weather), a pig-talo 
about 8 fit in length, and a pair of boots! Oh, sich a 
pare! A bishop might almost have preached out of one, 
or a modrat-sized famly slep in it. Mo and Mr. Schwig- 
shhnaps, the currier, sate behind, in the rumbill; master 
aloan in the inside, as grand as a Turk, ami rapt up in 
his fine fir-cloak. Off we sett, bowing graeefly to the 
crowd; the hamiss-bclls jinglin, the great white hosses 
snortin, kickin, and squeelin , and the postilium cracking 
his wip, as loud as if he’d boen drivin her majesty the 
quean, 

***** 

Well, I shant describe our voyiteh. We" passed sefral 
sitties, willitches, and motrappolislies ; sleeping the fust 
night at Amiens witch, as everyboddy knows, is famous 
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ever since the year 1802 for what *s called the Pease of 
.Amiens. We had some, very good, done with sugar and 
brown sos, in the Amiens way. But after all the boast- 
ing about them, I think I like our marrowphats better. 

Speaking of wedgytables, another singler axdent hap- 
pened here concaming them. Master, who was brexfast- 
ing before going away, told .me to go and .get him his 
fur travling-shoes. I went and toald the waiter of the 
inn, who stared, grinned (as these chaps always do), 
said “Bong” (which means, very well), and presently 
came back. - ' . 

I'm blest if he didnt bring master a plate of eabbitch ! 
Would you bleave it, that now, in the nineteenth sentry, 
when they say there ’& schoolmasters abroad, these stewpid 
French jackasses are so extonishingly ignorant as to call 
a eabbidge a shoo! Fever, never let it he said, after 
this , that these benighted , souperstitious , misrahble 
samdges, are equill, in any respex, to the great Brittish 
people. The moor I trawle, the moor I see of the 
world, and other natiums , I am proud of my own, and 
despise and deplore the retchid ignorance of the rest of 
Yourup. , 

My remark on Parris you shall have by an early op- 
portunity. Me and Deuceace played some curious pranx 
there, I can tell you. 
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MR. DBUCBACR AT PARIS. 

CHAPTER L 

THE TWO BUNDLES OF HAT. 

Lieetekamt-0ekemal Sik Oeomoe Gkipfjw, K.C.I4, 
was about seventy-five years old when lie left this lift, 
and the East Ingine army, of which he was a distinguished 
omyment. Sir George’s first appearance in In jar was in 
the character of a cabhingboy to a vessel; from which 
he rose to be clerk to the owners at Calcutta, from which, 
he became all of a sudden a cap ting in the Company’s 
service; and so rose and rose, until he .rose to he a 
leftenant-general, when he stopped rising altogether — 
hopping the twig of this life, as drummers, generals, 
dustmen, and emperors, must do, 

■ Sir George did not leave any mal hair to perpetuate' 
the name of Griffin. A widow of about twenty-seven, 
and a daughter avaritehing twenty-three, was left behind 
to deploar his loss, and share his proppaty. On old Sir 
George’s deth, his intresting widdo and orfan, who had 
both been with him in Injer, returned home — tried 
London for a few months, did not like it, and resolved 
on a trip to Paris, where very small London people be- 
come very great ones, if they’ve money, as these firif- 
finses had. The intelligent reader need not he told that 
Miss Griffin was not the daughter of Lady Griffin; for 
though marritehes arc made tolrahbiy early in Injer, 
people are not quite so proeoashoos as ail that: the fact 
is, Lady G, was Sir George’s second wife. I need scarcely 
add, that Miss Matilda Griffin wos the offspring of his 
fust marritch. 
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Miss Leonora Kiekscy, a ansum, lively Islington gal, 
taken out to Calcutta, and, amongst Ms other goods, very 
comfortably disposed of by her uncle, Capting Kicksey, 
■was one-and-twenty when she married SM George at 
seventy-one; and the-, 13 Miss Kickseys, nine of: whom 
kep a school, at Islington (the other 4 being married 
variously in the city), were not a little envius of my 
lady’s luck, and not a little proud of their relationship 
to Iter. One of 5 m, Hiss Jemima Kicksey, the oldest, 
and by no means the least ugly of the sett, was staying 
with her ladyship, and gev me all the partecklars. Of 
the rest of the fatnly, being of a lo sort, I in course no 
nothink; my acquaintance, thank my stars, don’t lie 
among them, or the likes of them. 

"Well, this Miss Jemima lived with her younger and 
more fbrtnat sister, in the qualaty of companion, or 
toddy. Poor thing! I’d a soon be a gaily slave, as lead 
the life she did! Every body in the house despised her; 
her ladyship insulted her; the very hitching gals scorned 
and flouted her. She roat the notes, she kep the hills, 
she made the tea, she whipped the chocklate, she cleaned 
the Canary birds, and gev out the linning for the wash. 
She was my lady’s walking pocket, or rettycule; and 
fetched and carried her handkercher, dr her smell-bottle, 
like a well-bred spaniel. All night, at her ladyship’s 
swarries, she thumped kidrills (nobody ever thought of 
asking her to dance!); when Miss Grilling sung, she 
played the piano, and was scolded because the singer 
was out of tune; abommanating dogs, she never drove 
out without her ladyship’s puddle in her lap; and, 
reglarly unwell in a carriage, she never got any thing 
but the back seat. Poar Jemima! I can see her now in 
my lady% seeknd-best old clothes (the ladies-maids always 
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sot the prime leavings): a like eattn gown, crumpled, 
blotched, and greasy; a pair of white satin shoes, of the 
colour of Inger rubber; a faded yellow velvet hat, with 
a wreath of hartifishl flowers ran to scad, and a bird of 
Parrowdiee perched on the top of it, melumeolly anrl 
moulting, with only a couple of feathers left in his un- 
fortunate tali 

Besides this omymcnt to their saloon, Lady and Miss 
Griffin kept a number of other servants in the kitching; 
2 ladies-maids; 2 footmin, six feet high each, crimion 
coats, goold knots, and white eassymear pantyloons; a 
coachmin to match; a page: and a Shaasuro, a kind of 
of servant only known among forriners, and who looks 
more like a major-general than any other mortial, wear- 
ing a cock-hat, a unicorn covered with silver lace, mus- 
tashos, eplets, and. a sword by his side. All these to 
wait upon two ladies; not counting a host of the fair 
six, such as cooks, scullion, housekeepers, and so forth. 

My Lady Griffin’s lodging was at forty pound a week, 
|n a grand sweet of rooms in the Plas Vandome at Pa- 
ris. And, having thus described their house, and their 
servants hall, 1 may give a few words of description 
concerning the ladies themselves. 

In the fust place, and in coarse, they hated each 
other. My lady was twenty-seven — a widdo of two 
yearn — fat, fair, and rosy. A slow, quiet, cold- 
looking woman, as those fair-haired gals generally are, it 
seemet difficult to rouse her either into likes or dislikes; 
to the former at least. She never loved any body but 
one, and that was herself. She hated, in’ her calm, 
quiet way, almost every' one else who came near her — ' 
every oue* from her neighbour the duke, who had 
slighted her at dinner, down to John the foo tman , who 
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had tom a hole in her train. I think this woman’s 
heart was like one of them lithograffie stones, you can’t 
rub out any thing when once it’s drawn or wrote on it; 
nor could you out of her ladyship’s stone — heart, I 
mean — in the shape of an affront, a slight, or real or 
phansied injury. She hoar an exlent, irreprotchable 
character, against which the tongue of scandal never 
wagged. She was allowed to be the best wife posbill 
— and so she was; but she killed her old husband in 
two years, as dead as ever Mr. ThurfceU killed' Mr. Wil- 
liam Weare. She never got into a passion, not she — 
she never said a rude word; but she’d a genius - — a 
genius which many women have — of making a hell of 
a house, and toifring the poor creatures of her family, 
until they were wellnigh drove mad. 

Miss Matilda Griffin was a good deal uglier, and 
about as amiable as her mother-in-law. She was 
crooked, and squinted; my lady, to do her justice, was 
straight, and looked the same way with her i’s. She 
was dark, and my lady was fair — sentimental, as her 
ladyship was cold. My lady was never in a passion — 
Miss Matilda always; and awhile were the scenes which 
used to pass between these 2 women, and the wickid, 
wickid quarts which took place. Why did they live to- 
gether? There was the mistry. Not related, and hating 
each other like pison, it would surely have been easier to 
remain soprat, and so have detested each other at a 
distans. . 

As for the fortune which old Sir George had left, 
that, it was clear, was very considxabble — 300 
thowsnd lb, at the least, as I have heard say. . But 
nobody knew how it was disposed of. Borne said that 
her ladyship was sole mistriss of it, others that it was 
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divided, others that she had only a life hokum., and that 
the money was all to go (as was natral) to Miss Matilda. 
These are suhjix which are not, praps, very interesting 
to the British public; but were mighty important to my 
master, the Monrable Algernon Percy Deuceaee, esquire, 
barmster-at-law, etsettler, etsettler. 


For I’ve forgot to inform you that my master was 
very inthnat in this house; and that we were now com- 
fortably settled at the Hotel Mirabew (pronounced Ma- 
ho in French), in the Eew delly Pay, at Paris. We 
had our cab, and two riding horses; our banker’s book, 
and a thousand pound for a balants at Lafitts; our club 
at the comer of the Hew Gramong; our share in a box 
at the oppras; our apartments, spacious and clygant; our 
swarries at court; our dinners at his excellency Lord 
Bobtail’s and elsewhere. Thanks to poar Dawkins’s five 
thousand pound, we were as complete gentlemen as any 
in Paris. 


£Tow my master, like a wise man as he was, seaing 
at the head of a smart sum of money, and in a 
country where his debts could not bother Mm, deter- 
mined to give up for the present every think like 
— at least, high play; as for losing or winning 
of Hapoleums at whist or ecarty, it did not 
t looks like money to do such things, and gives 
a kind of respoctabikty* “But as for play,' he wouldn't 
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very good game It is, too; but it requires a precious 
great roag to play it. , : /h : . ■ . ■ 

He made Ms appearans reglar at church — me carry-* 
ing a handsome large Hack marocky Prayer-hook and 
Bible, with the psalms and lessons marked out with red 
ribbings; and you M have thought, as I graivly laid the 
volloms down before Mm, and as he berried Ms head in 
his nicely brushed hat, before service began, that .such 
a pious, proper, morl, young nobleman was not to be 
found in the whole of the peeridge. It was a comfort 
to look at him. Efry old tabby and dowyger at my 
Lord Bobtail’s turned up the wights of their i*& when 
they spoke of him, and vowed they had never seen 
such a dear, daliteful, extent young man. What a good 
son he must be, they said; and, oh, what a good son- 
in-law! He had the pick of all the English gals at 
Paris before we had been there 3 months. But, un- 
fortunately, most of them were poar; and love and a 
cottidge was not quite in master’s way of thinking. 

Well, about tMs time my Lady Griffin and Mss G. 
made their appearants at Parris, and master, who was 
up to snough, very soon changed Ms noat. He sate 
near them at chappie, and sung hirns with my lady: he 
danced with ’em ath the embassy balls; he road with 
them in the Boy de Balong and the Shandeleasies (w 
is the French High Park); he roat potry in Miss Griffin’s 
hnlbim, and sang jewets along with her and Lady 
Griffin; lie brought sweat-meats for the puddle-dog; he 
gave money to the footmin, kissis and gloves to the 
sniggering ladies-maids; he was siwle even to poar Miss 
Kicksey; there wasn’t a single soal at the Griffinses that 
didn’t adoar this good young man. 

The ladies, if they hated befoar, you 
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detested each other now wuss than ever. There had 
been always a jallowsy between them; miss Jellows of 
her mother-in-law's bewty; madam of miss’s espree; miss 
taunting my lady about the school at Islington, and my 
lady smearing at miss for her squint and her crookid 
back. And. now came a stronger caws. They both fell 
in love with Mr, Deuceaee — my lady, that is to say, 
as much as she could, with her selfish temper. She 
liked Deuceaee, who amused her and made her lath She 
liked his maimers, Ms riding, and Ms good loose; and * 
being a pervinew herself, had a dabble respect for real 
aristocratick . flesh and blood. Miss’s love, cm the con- 
, was all flams and fury. She VI always been at this 
; from the time she had been at school, where she 
nigh run away with a Frentch master; next with 
a footman (which I may say, in confidence, is by no 
means unnatral or unusyouall, as I could show if 1 liked); 
and so had been going on sins fifteen. She regkrly 
flung herself at Deuceace’s head — such sighing, crying, 
and ogling, I never see. Often was I. ready to bust out 
laflin, as I brought master shears of rose-coloured hilly- 
does, folded up like eoekhats, and smellin like barber’s 
shops, which this very tender young lady used to ad- 
dress to him. Now, though master was a seoun drill, 
and no mistakes , he was a gentlemin, and a man of good 
hr eating; and miss ■came a little too strong (pardon the 
wulgarity of the xpression) with her* hurdor and attach- 
mint, for one of Ms taste. Besides, she had a crookid 
spine, and tx squint; so that (supposing their fortes tel- 
rabbly equal) Deuceaee reely preferred the mother-in- 




have been easy; a look at a will at Doctor Commons’©* 
would settle the matter at once. But this India naybob’s 
will was at Caleutty, or some outlandish place; and there 
was no getting sight of a coppy of it I will do Mr. 
Algernon Deuceace the justass to say, that he was so 
little musnary in his love for Lady Griffin, that he would 
have married her gladly, even if she had ten thousand 
pounds less than Miss Matilda. In the mean time , his 
plan was to keep ’em both in play, until he could strike 
the best fish of the two — not a difficult matter for 
a man of Ms genus; besides, Miss was hooked for 
certain. : : ;"y y.-S' 


CHAPTER II. 

ii HONOUR THY FATHER.” 

I said that my master was adoared by every person 
in my Lady Griffin’s establishmint. I should have said 
by every person excep one, - — a young French gnlmn, 
that is, who, before our appearants, had been mighty 
partiklar with my lady, ockupyiag by her side exaekly 
the same position, which the Honrable Mr. Deuceace 
now held. It was bewtiffle and headifying to see how 
coolly that young nobleman kicked the poar Shevalliay 
de L’Orge out of his shoes, and how gracefully he him- 
self stept into ’em. Munseer de L’Orge was a smart 
young French jentleman, of about my master’s age and 
good looks, but not possest of half my master’s impidince. 
Eot that that quallaty is uncommon in France; but few, 
very few, had it to such a degree as my extent em- 
ployer, Mr. Deuceace. Besides De L’Orge was reglarly 
and reel y in love with Lady Griffin, and master only 
pretending; he had, of coars, an advantitch, wMch the 
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pour Frentchman never ebuld git He was all smiles 
and gaty, while Belorge was oekward and melumeoily. 
My master had mud twenty pretty things to liady Griffin, 
be for the ahevalier had finished smoothing his hat, sta- 
ring at her, and sighing fit to bust his weskit. 0 lev, 
luv! This is’nl the way to win a woman, or my name’s 
not Fitzroy YeUowplush! Myself, when I begun nay 
career among the fair six, I was always sighing and 
moping, like this poar Frenchman, What was i lie con- 
squints? The fear fust women 1 adoared lafft at* me, 

and left me for something more lively. With the 

rest I hare edopted a diffirent game, and with tolrahle 
suxess, I can tell you. But tins is eggatism , which I 
aboar. 

Well, the long and the short of it is, that M unseer 
.Ferdinand Ifyppolile Xavier Stanilas, Shevalier de 
L’Orge, was reglar cut out by Munseer Algernon Percy 
Deuceace, Exquire. Poar Ferdinand did not leave the 
house — he hadn’t the heart to. do that — nor had my 

■lady the desire to dismiss him. He was useiie in. a 

thousand different ways, gitiing oppra boxes, and invita- 
lions to Frentch swarri.es, hying gloves, .and 0 de Colong, 
writing French neats, and such like. Always let me re- 
commend an English famly, going to Paris, to leave at 
least one young man of the sort about them. Kever 
mind how old your ladyship is, he will make love to 
you; never mind what errints you send him upon, he’ll 
trot off md dp them . Besides, he’s always quite and 
well-dre&st, md never drinx moar than a pint of wine 
at dinner, which (as X say) is a pint to consider. Such 
a conveniants of a, mm was Munseer de L’Qzgo ~ the 
greatest use and comfort to my lady posbill; if it was 
Ml to laff at his bad, pronuneiathim of English, it was 
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somethmk amusink: the fan was to pit him against poar 
Miss Xieksey, she speakin French, and lie our naytif 
British tong. ' f ■■■■■" ■ 

My master, to do him justace, was perfickly smie 
to this poar young Frenchman ; and having kicked him 
out of the place which he occupied, sertingly treated 
his fallen anymy with every respect and consideration. 
Poar modist down-hearted little Ferdinand adoared my 
lady as a goddice; and so he was very polite, likewise, 
to my master — never ventring once to be jellows 
Mm, or to question my Lady Griffin’s right to 
her lover, if she choase to do so. 

Thus, then, matters stood; master had two strinx to 
Ms bo, and might take either the widdo or the orfn, as 
he preferred: com bong lived, somblay, as the Frentch say. 
His only pint was to discover how the money was dis- 
posed off, which evidently belonged to one or other, or 
boath. At any rate he was sure of one; as sure as any 
mortial man can be in this sublunary spear, where no- 
think is suttn except unsertnty, 

# # # * * 

A very unixpected insdint here took place, w r hich in 
a good deal changed my master’s calkylations. 

One night, after conducting the two ladies to 
oppra, after suppink of white soop, sammy-deperdrow, 
and shampang glassy (which means, eyced), at their 
house in the Plas Tandem > me and 
in the cab, as happy as possbill, 

“Chawls, yon d — d scoundrel, 
he was in an exlent burner),' 
dubbil your wagis.” 

This he 
soli, seing i 
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■what then? Law bless us! things would be? at a pretty 
pass if we migrants only lived on our voagh; our puck- 
wisits is the thing, and no mistake, 

I ixprest my gratatude as best I could; swoar that 
it w T asnt for wagis I served him — that ! would as leaf 
weight upon him for nothin k ; and that never, never, so 
long as I livd, would I, of my own accord, part from 
such an extent master. By the time these two spitehes 
had been made — my spitch and Ins - — we arrived at 
the Hotel Mir&beu; which, as every body knows, aint 
very distant, from the Plan Vandome. 'Up we marched 
to our apartmince, me carrying the light and the cloax, 
master hummink a hair out of the oppra, as merry as 
a lark. 

I opened the door of our salong. There was lights 
already in the room; an empty shampang bottle roaling 
on the Soar, another on the table, near which the sofy 
was drawn, and on it lay a stout old genlmn, smoakiug 
seagars as if he ’d bean in an inn tap-room. 

Deuceace (who abommauates seagars, as I Ve already 
shown) bust into a furious raige against the genlmn, 
whom he could hardly see for the smoak; and, with a 
number of oaves quite unnecessary to repeat, asked him 
what bisniss he \l there. 

The smoakiug chap rose, and, laying down his 
seagar, began a ror of laffin, and said, .“What Algy! my 
boy! don't you know me?” 

The reader may, praps reckleet a very affecting letter 
which was published in the last chapter of these me- 
moars; in which the writer requested a loan of five hun- 
dred pound from Mr. Algernon Deuceace, and which 
hoar the respected signatur of 'the Earl of Crabs, Mr. 
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Deuceace’s own father. It was that distinguished aras- 
tyerat who was now smoldrt and laffin in our room. 

My Lord Crabs was, as I preshumed, about 60 years 
old. A stowt, burly, red-faced, bald-headed nobleman, 
whose nose seemed blushing at what his mouth was 
continually swallowing; whose hand, praps, trembled a 
little; and whose thy and legg was not quite so full or 
as steddy as they had been in former days. But he was 
a respecktabble, line-looking, old nobleman; and though 
it must he eonfest, £ drunk when we fust made our ap- 
pearance in the salong, yet by no means moor so than 
a reel noblemin ought to be. 

“What, Algy! my boy!” shouts out his lordship, ad- 
vancing and seasing master by the hand, “doan’t you 
know your own father?” 

Master seemed anythink but overhappy. “My lord,” 
says he, looking very pail, and speakin rayther slow, 
“I didn’t — I confess — the unexpected pleasure — of 
seeing you in Paris. The fact is, sir,” said he, recover- 
ing himself a. little; “the fact is, there was such a con- 
founded smoke of tobacco in the room, that I really 
could not see who the stranger w'as who had paid me 
such an unexpected visit ” 

“A bad habit, Algernon; a bad habit,” said my lord, 
lighting another seagar: “a disgusting and filthy prac- 
tice, which you, my dear child, will do well to avoid, 
it is at best, dear Algernon but a nasty, idle pastime, 
unfitting a man as well for mental exertion as for re- 
spectable society; sacrificing, at once, the vigour of the 
intellect and the graces of the person. By-the-hy, what 
infernal bad tobacco they have, too, in this hotel. Could 
not you send your servant to get me a few seagars at 
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the €af£ da .Paris? Give him a five-franc place, and let 
Mm go at once, that's a good fellow.® 

Here Ids lordship Meeupt, and drunk off a fresh 
tumbler of shampang. Very sulkily, raster drew out 
the coin, and .sent me on the errint. 

Knowing the Cafe de Paris to be shut at that hour, 
1 didn’t say a word, but quietly establishf myself in the 
anteroom; where, as it happened by a singler <Mn~ 
st dints, 1 could hear every word of the conversation be- 
tween this exlen t pair of rekiife, 

“Help yourself, and get another bottle ” says my 
lord, after a solium paws. My poor master, the king of 
all other computes in which he, moved, seamed here but 
to play seeknd fiddill, and went to the eubbard, from 
■which his hither had already igstracted two bottils of 
his prime Hillary, 

He put 'it down before Ms father, colt, spit, opened 
§ie windows, stirred -the fire, yawned, clapt his hand to 
Ms forehead, and snttnly seamed 'as uneejzy as a genlrnn 
could be. But it was of no use; the, old one would not 
budg. “Help yourself,® says he again., “and pass me 
the hottil” k:y/, 

“Yon are very good, father,” says master; “but 
really,, 1 neither drink nor smoke.” 

“Right, my boy: quite right. Talk about a good 
conscience in this life — a good siomaek is everythink. 
Ho bad nights, no headachs — ■ eh? Quite cool and col- 
lected fbr your law studies in tho morning? — eh?” 
And the old nobleman here grinned, in a manner which 
would' have done ereddit to Mr. 'Gritmoldi 
1 " ' Master sate pale and wincing, as 1 Ve seen a pore 
soldier under the eat. He didn’t anser a word. His 
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exlent pa -went on, warming as lie continued to speak, 
and drinking a fresh glas at evry Ml stop. 

“How you must improve, with such talents and such 
principles!,- Why, Algernon, all London talks of your 
industry and perseverance: You're not merely a philo- 
sopher, man; hang it! you’ve got the philosopher’s stone. 
Line rooms’, fine, horses, champagne, and all for 200 
a-year!” ; ■ * ; ; 1- : ! 

“I presume, sir,” says my master, “that you mean 
the two hundred a-year which you pay me?” 

“The very sum, my hoy; the very sum!” cries my 
lord, lafftn as if he would die. “Why, that’s the 
wonder! I never pay the two hundred a-year, and you 
keep all tins state up upon nothing. Give me your 
secret, 0 you young Trismegistus I Tell your old father 
how such wonders can be worked, and I will — yes, 
then, upon my word, I will — pay you your two 
hundred a-year!”’’; 

“ Enfin , my lord,” says Mr. Deuceace, starting up, 
and losing all patience, “will you have the goodness to 
tell me what this visit means? You leave me to starve, 
for all you care; and you grow mighty facetious because 
I earn my bread. You find me in prosperity, and — ” 

“Precisely, my boy; precisely. Keep your temper, 
and pass that bottle. I find you in prosperity; and a 
young gentleman of your genius and acquirements asks 
me why I seek your society? Oh, Algernon! Algernon! 
this is not worthy of such a profound philosopher. Why 
do I seek you? Why, because you are in prosperity, 0 
my son! else, why the devil should I bother myself 
about your Did I, your poor mother, or your family,, 
ever get from you a single affectionate feeling? Did 
we, or any other Of your friends or intimates, ever 



action? Bid we ever pretend any love for yon, or you 
for ns? Algernon Beueeace, yon don’t want a father to 
tell you that you are a swindler and a spendthrift! 
I have paid thousands for the debts of yourself and 
your ^ brothers; and, if you pay nobody else, 1 am de- 
termined you shall repay me. You would not do if by 
fair means, when 1 wrote to you and asked yon for a 
loan of money, I knew you would not. Had I written 
again to warn you of my coming, you would have given 
me the slip; mad so I came, uninvited , to force you to 
repay me. That's why I am here, Mr, Algernon; and 
so help yourself and pass the bottled 7 

After this speech, the old genlmn sunk down on the 
sofa, and' puffed as much smoke out of his mouth as if 
he 7 d been the ehimley of a steam-iujian I was pleased, 
I confess, with the scan, and liked to see this venrahle 
and virtuous old man a nocking Ms son about the had; 
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a fool as yon think me; and that if I have got money, 

I intend to keep it — every farthing of it, though you 
were to he ten times as drunk, and ten times as, 
threatening, as you are now. 

“Well, well, my boy,” said Lord Crabs, who seemed 
to have been half-asleep during his son’s oratium, and 
received all his sneers and surcasms with the most com- 
plete good- humour; “well, well, if you will resist — 
tant pis pour tai — * I’ve no desire to ruin you, recol- 
lect, and am not in the slightest degree angry; hut X 
must and will have a thousand pounds. You had better 
give me the money at once; it will cost you more if yon 
don’t.” 

“Sir,” says Mr. Deueeace, “I will he equally candid, 
I would not give you a farthing to- save you from — ” 

Here I thought proper to open the doar, and, touch- 
ing my hat, said, “I have been to the Cafe de Paris, my 
lord, but the house is shut.” y;;> v ;::Ay : A 

“Bon: there’s a good lad; you may keep the five 
francs. And now, get me a candle and show me down 
"stairs” ' T;-; -V v'; ••v- ' '.v, ■. 

But my master seized the wax taper. “Pardon me, 
my lord,” says he. “What! a servant do it, when your 
son is in the room? Ah, par exemple, my dear father,” 
said he, laughing, “you think there is no politeness left 
among us” And he. led the way out. 

“ Good night, my dear boy,” said Lord Crabs. 

“God bless you, sir,” says he. “Are you wrapped 
warm? Mind the step!” 

And so this affeckslmate pair parted. 




; 
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CHAPTER III. 


MIKE WVHIKG. 


. Mustek rose the nex morning with a dismal 
tmaiite — he seamed to think that his pxn visit boded 
him no good. 1 heard him muttering at his brexfast* 
and fumbling among his hundred pound notes; once he 
had laid a parsle of them aside (I knew what he meant'' 
to send ’em to his father. “But, no,” says he at last, 
clutching them all up together again, lend throwing 
them into his escritaw, “what harm can lie do me? If 
he k a knave, I know another who’s full as sharp. 
Lets see if we cannot beat Mm at Ms own weapons.” 
With that, Mr. Deuoeace drest Mrnself in Ms best clothes, 
and marched otf to the Plas Vandom, to pay Ins eort to 
the fair widdo and the iatresting orfti. 

It was abowt ten o’clock, and he propoased to the 
1 allies, on seeing them, a number of planns for the day’s 
mc-kryahon. Riding in the Body Balong, going to the 
I willanes to see King Looy Bisweet (who was then the 
raining sufferin of the French crownd) go to Chappie 
and, finely, a dinner at 5 o’clock at the Caffy de Parry: 
whenfe they were all to adjourn, to see a new peace at 
the theatre of the Pot St. Martin, called Sumnnar and 
the Elders. . , r ■ 

Tho_ gals agreed to everythbk, exsep the two last 
prepositimns. “We have an engagement, my dear Mr. 
Algernon,” said my lady. “Look ~ a Tei y kind letter 
from Lady Bobtail.’ And she handed over a pafewmd 
noat from that exolted lady. It ran thus: — 
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Such a letter from the ambassdriss, brot by the 
ambasdor’s Shassure, and sealed with, his seal of arms, 
would affect anybody in the middling ranx of life. It 
droav My Griffin mad with delight; and, long before 
my master’s arrivle, she’d sent Mortimer^ and iitz- 
elarenee , her two footmin, along with a polite reply in 

the affummatiff. - t « • 

Master read the noat with no such fealrnx of joy. 
He felt that there was sometliink a-going on behind the 
seans, and though he could not tell how, was sure that 
some danger was near him. That old fox of a father of 
his had begun his M'inations pretty early! 

Deuceaee handed back the letter; sneared,_ and 
poohd, and hinted that sueh an invitation was an insult 
at best (what he called a pees ally)] and, tie Mies 
might depend upon it, was only sent because Lady 
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"Ffci/. XL Umure, Thursday Feb. 15 , 1817. 

“My dear Lady Griffin, — It Is an age since we 
met. Harassing public duties occupy so much myself 
and Lord Bobtail , that we have scarce time to see our 
private friends; among whom, I hope , my dear Lady 
Griffin will allow me to rank her. Will yon excuse 
so very unceremonious an invitation, and dine with us 
ut the Embassy to-day? We shall be m petit comte , 
and shall have the pleasure of hearing, I hope, some ot 
your charming daughter's singing in the evening*. 
1 ought, perhaps, to have addressed a separate note to 
dear Miss Griffin; but I hope she will pardon a poor 
diplomat e , who has so many letters to write, you know. 

‘•Farewell till seven, when I positively must see you 
both. Ever, dearest Lady Griffin, your affectionate 

“Eliza Bobtail/' 
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Bobtail wanted to fill, up two spare places at ber table. 
Bat Lady Griffin and miss would not bare Ms insin- 
wations; they 'knew too fu lords ever to refuse an, in- 
vita tram from any one of them. Go they would; and 
poor Dcuceaee must dine alone. A tor they had been 
on their ride, and had had their other amusemince, 
master came hack with them, chatted, find laft; he was 
mighty sark&stix with my lady; tender and sentrymentle 
with' miss; and left them both in high sperrits to per- 
form their twollef, before dinner. 

As I came to the door {for I was as famillyer as a 
servnt of the house), as I came into the drawing-room 
to amounts his cab, 1 saw master very quietly taking 
Ms pocket-book (or pot fool, as the French call it) end 
thrusting it under one of the cushinx of the sofa. What 
game is this? thinx I. 

Why, this was the game. In abowt two hours, when 
he knew the bidies were gon, ha pretends to he vastly 
■anxious abowt the loss of his potfoUo; and hack he goes 
to Lady Griffinses, to seek for it there- * 

“Pray” says he, on going in, “ask Mias Kicksoy if I 
may see her for a single moment” And down comes 
Miss Kieksey, quite smiling, and happy to see him, 

“Law, Mr. Dcuceaee P says she, trying to blush as 
hard as war she could, “you quite surprise me! 1 don't 
know whether 1 ought, really, being alone, to admit a 
gentleman” 

“Say, don't say so, dear Miss Kiekseyf for do, you 
know, 1 came here for a double purpose — to ask about 
a pocket-book which I have lost, and may, perhaps* have 
left here; and then, to ask you if you, 'Will have the 
great goodness to pity a solitary bachelor, and give him 
a cup of your nice tear” 
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Nice tea! 1 thot I should have spilt; xor, mvm 
if master had eaten a morsslo of dinner ! 

Never mind; down to tea they sate. . “Bo you take 
cream and sugar, dear sir?” says poar Kieksey, with a 
vom*! as tender as a tuttle-duff. 

“Both, dearest Miss Ricksey!” answers master; and 
stowed in, a power of sashong and muffins; which would 
have done honour to a washawoman. 

I shan't describe the conversation that took place he** 
twigst master and tins young lady. The reader, praxis, 
knows y Doiiceaee took the trouble to talk to her tor an 
hour, and to swallow all her tea. He wanted to find out 
team her all she knew about the famly money matters 
and settle at once which of the two Griffinses he should 

marry. 1 , , 

, The poar thing, of cors, was no match for such a 
man as my master. In a quarter of an hour, he had, it 
I may use the igspression, “turned her inside out. Me 
knew every thing that she knew, and that, poar crea- 
ture, was very little. There was nine thousand a year, 
she had heard say, in money, in houses, m hanks in 
Iniar, and what hot. Boath the ladies signed papers for 
srilimr or buvina, and the money seemed equally divided 



THE MI1103RB OF MR, CKAELRS J. IE1LOWPLOSI1, 


The ladies came back at mighty mighi&ly pleased with 
their reception at the ambasdoria; and, stepping out of 
their oarridge, bid coaehmin drive on with a gentlemin, 
who had handed them out ■ — a stout old gentiemin, who 
shook hands most tenderly at parting, and promised to 
call often upon my Lady Griffin. He was so polite, that 
he wanted to mount the stairs with her ladyship; hut no, 
she ; would not suffer, ih “Edward,” says she to the 
coaehmin, quite loud, and pleased that all the people in 
the hotel should hear her, “you will take the carriage, 
and drive Im lordship home.” Now, can you guess who 
his lordship was? The Eight Hon. the Earl of Crabs, to 
be sure; the very old genlnm whom I had serai on such 
charming terms with his son the day before. Master 
knew this the nex day, and began to think hi? had been 
a fool to deny his pa the thousand pound. 

Now, though the suekmstansies of the dinner at the 
ambaadoris only came to my years some time after, I 
may as well relate ’em here, word for word, as they was 
told me by the very gonlmn who waited bellied Lord 
v Clcabseses chain, i 

There was only a H petty eomty n at dinner, m IMy 
Bobtail said; and my Lord Crabs "was placed bet wigs! 
the two Griffinses, being mighty tsllygant and palite to 
both. “Allow me,” says he to Lady CL (between the 
soop and the fish), “my dear madam, to thank you — 
fervently thank you, for your goodness to my poor boy. 
Your ladyship is too young to experience, but, I am sure, 
far too tender not to understood the gratitude , which 
must fill a fond parent’s heart for kindness shorn to Ms 
chiki Believe me/* says my lord, looking her full and 
tenderly in the face, “that the favours yqu _ have done 
to another have been done equally to myself, and awaken 
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in my 'bosom tbe same grateful and affectionate feelings 
with which you have already inspired my son Al- 
gernon,/ ■/ : 

Lady Griffin blusht, and droopt her head till her 
ringlets fell into her fish-plate: and she swallowed Lord 
Crabs’s fiumry just as she would so many musharuins. 
My lord (whose powers of slack-jaw was notoarius) nex 
addrast another spitch to Miss Griffin. He said he ’& 
heard how Deuceaee was situated . Miss blusht — what 
a happy dog he -was — Miss blusht crimson, and then 
he sighed deeply, and began eating his turbat and lobster 
sos. Master was a good un at fiumry, but, law bless 
you! he was no moar equill to the old man than a mole- 
hill is to a mounting. Before the night was over, he 
had made as much progress as another man would in a 
ear. One almost forgot his red nose and his big stomick, 
and his wicked leering i’s, in his gentle insiniwating 
woice, his fund of annygoats, and, above all, the bewtifle, 
morl, religious, and honrabble toan of his genral conver- 
sation. Praps you will say that these ladies were, for 
such rich pipple, mightily esaly captivated; but recklect, 
my dear sir, that they were fresh from Injar, — that 
they’d not sean many lords, — that they adoared the 
peeridge, as every honest woman does in England who 
has proper feelinx, and has read the fashnabble novvles, — 
and that here at Paris was their fust step into fashnabble 
sosiaty. 

Well, after dinner, while Miss Matilda was singing 
u Die tmitie” or a Dip your chair ” or some of them 
sellabrated Italyian hairs (when she began this squall, 
hang me if she’d eyer stop), my lord gets hold of Lady 
Griffin again, and gradgaly begins to talk to her in a 
very different strane. / ■ . - : d ^ i : ■ 
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“What a blessing it is for ns all/* says lie, “that 
Algernon has found a Mend so respectable as your lady- 
ship/* : . 

“Indeed, ray lord; and why? I suppose I am not 
the only respectable friend that Mr. Deueeaee has?’ 5 

“No, surely; not the only one he has had; Im birth, 
and, permit me to say, Ms relationship to myself, have 
procured Mm many. But — ” (here my lord heaved a 
very .; affecting and large' sigh.) . 

“But what?' 5 says my lady, lading at the igsprwssion 
of Ms dismal face. “You don’t mean that Mr. Deueeaee 
has lost them or is unworthy of them? 55 

“I trust not, my dear madam, I trust not; but he is 
wild, thoughtless, extravagant, and embarrassed; and you 
know a man under these circumstances is not very par- 
ticular as to Ms associates.” , 

“ Embarrassed? Good heavens! He says lie has two 
thousand a-year left him by a god-mother; and he does 
lot seem even to spend Ms income — a very handsome 
independence, too, for a bachelor/ 5 

My lord nodded his head sadly, and said, — “Will 
your ladysMp give me your word of honour to be secret? 
My son has but a thousand a-year, which I alow* him, 
tod is heavily in debt. He has played, madam * I fear; 
and for this reason 1 am so glad to hear that ho 'is in a 
respectable domestic circle, where he may leafn, Ml the 
presence of far greater and purer attractions, to forget 
the diet-box, and the low company which hm been his 
bane. 11 " 

My My Griffin locked very grave indeed. Was it 
tree? Wm Beueeaoe sincere in Ms professions -of love, 
or was he only & sharper wooing her for her money? 
Gould she doubt her informer? his : mm father, and, 
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what *s more , a real flesh and blood pear o£ parlyment? 
She determined she would try him. Praps she did not 
know she had liked Deueeacc so much, until she kem to 
feel how much she should hate him, if she found he ’d 
been playing' her false. 

The evening was over, and back they came, as wee’ve 
seen, — my lord driving home in my lady’s carridge, 
her ladyship and Miss walking up stairs to their own 
apartmince. 

Here, for a wonder, was poar Miss Kicksy quite happy 
and smiling, and evidently full of a secret, — something 
mighty pleasant to judge from her loox. She did not 
long keep it. As she was making tea for the ladies (for 
in that house they took a cup regular before bedtime), 
“Well, my lady/’ says she, “who do you think has been 
to drink tea with me?” Poar thing, a frendly face was 
an event in her life — a tea-party quite a hera! 

“Why, perhaps, Lenoir, my maid,” says my lady, 
looking grave. “I wish, Miss Kicksy, you would not 
demean yourself by mixin with my domestics. Becollect, 
madam, that you are sister to Lady Griffin.” 

“Ho, my lady, it was not Lenoir; it was a gentleman, 
and a handsome gentleman, too.” 

“Oh! it was Monsieur de 1’Orge, then,” says miss; 
“he promised to bring me some guitar-strings.” 

“Ho; nor yet M. de POrge. He came, but was not so 
polite as to ask for me. What do you think of your 
own beau, the honourable Mr. Algernon Deuceace;” and, 
so saying, poar Kieksey clapped her hands together, and 
looked as joyfle as if she come into a fortin. 

“Mr. Deuceace here; and why, pray?” says my lady, 
who recklected all that his extent pa had been saying 
to her. 

Thackeray, Miscellanies* IV, 7 
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“Why, m the first place, he had left Ms pocket- 
hook, and in the second, he wanted, he said, a dish of 
my nice tea, which he took, and stayed with, me an 

hour, or moar.” 

“And pray Miss Kieksey,” said Miss Matilda, quite 
contoxnpshusly, “ wdiat may have been the subject oi 
your conversation with Mr. Algernon? Did you talk 
polities, or music, or. fine arte, or metaphysics?” Miss M. 
being what was called a him (as most hump-backed 
“women in sosiaty are), always mode a pint to speak on 
these grand subjects. 

“No, indeed,- he talked of no such awful matters. If 
he had, you know, Matilda, I should never have under- 
stood him. First we talked about the weather, next 
about muffins and crumpets. Crumpets, he said, lie 
liked best; and then we talked (here Miss Kieksy's voice 
fell) about poor dear .Sir George in heaven! what a good 
husband, he was, and — ”, ' 

* “’What a good fortune he left, — eh, Mss Klckey?” 
says my lady, with a hard, snearing voice, and a diabol- 
Mole grin, 

; “Yes, dear Leonora, he spoke so respectfully of your 
blessed, husband, and seemed m anxious about you and 
Matilda, it was quite charming to hear him, dear man!'’ 

“And pray, Miss Kieksyy what did you tell him?” 

Oh, X told him that you and Leonora had nine thou- 
sand a-year, and — ” 

“ What then?” 

“Why nothing; that is all X know, X am mire, I 
wish I had ninety/' says poor Kiekay, her ©yes turning 
to heaven. 1 ' . 

“.Ninety fiddlesticks! Did not Mr. Deuee&ee ask how 
the money was left, and to which of us?” 
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“Yes; bat I could not tell him." 

“I knew it!” says my lady, slapping down her 
teacup, — “I knew it!” 

_ “Well!” says Miss Matilda, “and why not Lady 
Griffin? There is no reason you should break your tea- 
cup, because Algernon asks a harmless question. He is 
not mercenary; he is alLeandour, innocence, generosity! 
He is himself blest with a sufficient portion of the world’s 
goods to be content; and often and often has he told me, 
he hoped the woman of his choice might come to him 
without a penny, that he might show the purity of his 
affection” 

“I ’ve no doubt,” says my lady. “Perhaps the lady 
of his choice is Miss Matilda Griffin!” and she flung out 
of the room, slamming the door, and leaving Miss Matilda 
to bust into tears, as was her reglar custom, and pour 
her loves and woas into the buzzom of Miss Kieksy. 

CHAPTER IV. 

“hitting the nale on the hei>i>.” 

_ aex morning, down came me and master to Lady 
GrifHnses, — I amusing myself with the gals in the 
aniyroom, he paying his devours to the ladies in the 
salong, Mss was thrumming on her gitter; my lady 
was before a great box of papers, busy with accounts, 
bankers' books, lawyers' letters, and what not. Law bless 
us! it >s a kind of bisniss I should like well enuff, 
(‘specially when my hannual account was seven or eight 
thousand on the right side, like my lady's. My lady in. 
tMs house kep all these matters to herself. Mss was a 
vast deal too sentrimentle to mind business* 

Miss Matilda's eyes sparkled as master came in; she 

7* 
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pin tod gracefully to a place on the sofv beside her, 
which Deuceace took. My lady only looked up for a 
moment, smiled very kindly, and down went her head 
among the papers agon, as busy as a B. 

“Lady Griffin lias had letters from London,” says miss, 
“from nasty -lawyers ''and people. Come here and sit by 
me, you ' naughty man, you 1 V ; ■ 

And down sat muster. “Willingly/ says lie, “my 
dear Mins Griffin; why, I declare, it is quite a te’hwWfte” 

“Well/ says miss (after the prillimnary ilumries, in 
coarse), “we met a friend of yours at the embassy, Mr. 
Deumiee.” 

“My father, doubtless; he is a great friend of the 
ambassador, and surprised me myself by a visit the night 
before last.” 

“'What a dear delightful old man! how he loves you, 

Mr. Deuceace l” 

“Oh, amazingly 1” says master, throwing his £ ’s to 

“'He spoke of nothing but you, and such praises of 
.youl” 

Master breathed more freely. “'He is very good, my 
dear father; but blind, as all fathers are, he is so partial, 
and attached, to me/, 

“Ho spoke of you being his favourite child, and re- 
gretted that you were not; his eldest son. 11 1 can but 
leave Mm the small portion of a younger brother/ he 
said; ‘but never mind, he has talents, a noble name, and 
an independence of his own/ w 

“An independence? yes, oh yes! 1 am quite inde- 
pendent of my father.”' 

“Two thousand pounds a-year left you by your god- 
mother; the very same you told us you know.” 
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"Neither more nor less” says master, bobbing Ms 
head; “a sufficiency, my dear Miss Griffin, — to a man 
| of my moderate habits and ample provision.” 

j “By-the-by ” cries out Lady Griffin, mterraping the 

conversation, “you who are talking about money matters 
there, I wish you would come to the aid of poor me! 
Come, naughty boy, and help me out with this long 
long sum.” 

\ Didnt he go — that’s all! My i, how his i’s shone, 

i# * . as he sMpt across the room, and seated himself by my 
lady! 

“Look!” said she, “my agents write me over that 
they have received a remittance of 7200 rupees, at 2 s. 
9 d. a rupee. Do tell me what the sum is, in pounds 
and shillings;” which master did with great gravity. 

“Nine hundred and ninety pounds. Good; I dare 
j say you are right. I 9 m sure I can’t go through the 

fatigue to see. And now comes another question. "Whose 
money is this, mine or Matilda’s? You see it is the in- 
terest of a sum in India, which, we have not had oc- 
casion to touch; and, according to the terms of poor Sir 
George’s will, I really don’t know how to dispose of the 
money except to spend it. Matilda, what shall we do 
i ' with, it?” 




“La, ma’am, I wish you would arrange the business 
yourself.” 

“Well, then, Algernon, you tell me;” and she laid 
her hand on Ms, and looked him most pathetickly in 
the face. 

“Why;” says he, “I don’t know how Sir George left 
his money; you must let me see his will, first.” 

“Oh, willingly.” ■; ’ ■ 
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Master's chair seemed suddenly to have got springs 
in the eushns; he was obliged to hold himself down. 

“Look here, I have only a copy, taken by my hand 
freon Sir George's own manuscript. Soldiers, you know, 
do not employ lawyers much , and this was written on 
the night before going into act ion.” And she read, 
George Griffin/ &e. ie. — yon know how these things 
begin — ‘being now of sane mind* — um, urn, ran, — 
‘leave to my friends, Thomas Abraham Illeks, a colonel 
in the IL E. I. Company's Service, and to John Monro 
Mackirkmeroft (of the house of Muffle, Maekirkincroft, 
and Dobbs, at Calcutta), the whole of ray property, to bo 
realised as speedily as they may (consistently with the 
Interests of the property), in trust for my wife, Leonora 
Emilia Griffin (bom il E. Kieksy), and my only legi- 
timate child, Matilda Griffin. The interest resulting from 
such property to ho paid to them, share and share alike; 
the principal to remain untouched, in the names of the 
said 1 T. A. Hicks and . J. XL Maekirkincrofr , until the 
death of my wife, Leonora Emilia Griffin, when if shall 
be paid to my daughter, Matilda Griffin, her heirs, exe- 
cutors, or assigns/ " 

“There/' said my lady, “’we won’t read any more; 
all the rest is stuff. But, now you know the whole 
business, tell us what is to be done with the money?” 

“ AVhy, the money, unquestionably, should be divided 
between you.” 

“ Tant nueui r, say 1, I really thought it had been all 
Matilda's/’ 

There was a paws for a minit or two after the will 
had been read. Master left the desk at which he had 
been seated with her ladyship, paced up and down the 



MU., DEtJCEACE. 


room for a ■while, and then came round to. the place 
where Miss Matilda was seated. At last he said, in a 
low, trembling yoice, 

“I am almost sorry, my dear Lady Griffin, that yon 
have read that will to me; for an attachment snch as 
must seem, I fear, mercenary, when the object of it is 
so greatly favoured by worldly fortune. Miss Griffin — 
Matilda! I know, I may say the word; your dear eyes 
grant me . the permission. I need not tell yon, or you, 
dear mother-in-law, how .long, how fondly, I have adored 
you. My tender, my beautiful Matilda, I will not affect 
to say I have not read, your heart ere this, and that I 
have not known the preference with which yon have 
honoured me. Speak it, dear girl! from your own sweet 
lips, hi the presence of an affectionate parent* utter the 
sentence which is to seal my happiness for life. Matilda,' 
dearest Matilda! say, oh say, that you love me!” 

Miss M. shivered, turned pail, rowled her eyes 
about, and fell on master’s neck, whispering kodibly, 
U I do/” . 

My lady looked at the pair for a moment with her 
teeth grinding, her i’s glaring, her busm throbbing, and 
her face* chock white, for all the world like Madam Pasty, 
in the oppra of Mydear (when she ’s goin to mudder her 
cliildring, you recklect), and out she flounced from the 
room, without a word, knocking down poar me, who 
happened to be very near the dor, , and leaving my 
master along with his crook-back mistress. 

I’ve repotted the speech he made to her pretty well: 
The fact is, T got it in a ruff copy, which, if any boddy 
Ekes, they may, see at Mr. Frazierses, only on the copy 
it’s wrote, u Lady Griffin , Leonora!” instead of u Miss 
Griffin^ Matilda ” as in the ahuff, and so on. 
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Master had hit the right Bail on the head this time, 
he thought; bat his advestoiB an’t over yet. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE grufik’s claws. 

Well, master had hit the right nail on the head 
this time; thanx to luck — the crooked one, to he sure, 
hut then it had the gmld twbb , which was the part 
Dcmceace most valued, as well he should; being a con- 
nyshure as to the relletiif valyou of pretious metals, 
and much preferring virging goold like this to poor old 
battered iron like my Lady Griffin. 

And so, in spite of his father (at which old noblemm 
Mr. Beuceace now snapt his fingers), in. spite of his 
detts (which, to do him dust as, had never stood much 
in his way), and in spite of Mb povatty, idleness, 
extravagant, swindling, and ; debotcheries of all kinds 
(which aa’t generally very favorable to a young man 
who has to make his way in the world); in spite of all, 
there he was, 1 say, at the topp of the trea, the feweher 
master of a perfect fortun, the defianeed husband of 
a fool of a wife. What can mortial man want more? 
Yiskns of arabishm now occupied his goal. Shooting 
boxes, oppra boxes, money boxes, always full; hunters 
at Melton; a seat in the House of Comxnihs, Heaven 
knows wbat! and not a poor footman, who only describes 
what he’s seen, and can’t in cons, penny irate into the 
idears and the busies of men.* 

You may bo shore that the tbreo-coraerd neats came 
pretty thick now from the Gritbises. Miss was always 
a writing them befoar; and now, nifce, noon, and mornink, 
breakfast, dinner, and sopper, in they came, till my 
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pantry (for master never read ’em, and I carried ’em 
out) was puffiekly intolrabble from the odor of musk, 
ambygrease, bargymot, and other sense with which they 
were impregnated. Here ’s the contense of three on ’em, 
which I’ve kep in my dex these twenty years as 
skewriosities. haw! I can smel ’em at this very minit, 
as I am copying them down. 

Billy Boo. Fo. I. 

“Monday morning, 2 o'clock, 

U, T is the witching hour of night. Luna innmin.es 
my chamber, and falls upon my sleepless pillow. By 
her light I am inditing these words to thee, my Alger- 
non. My brave and beautiful, my soul’s lord! when 
shall the time come when the tedious night shall not 
separate us, nor the blessed day? Twelve! one! two! 
I have heard the bells chime , and the quarters, and 
never cease to think of my husband. My adored Percy, 
pardon the girlish confession, — I have kissed the letter 
at this place. Will thy lips press it too, and remain 
for a moment on the spot which has been equally saluted 
by your a Matilda ? ” 
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and sentymentle. But that was her way; she was 
always reading melancholy stoary boohs — Thaduse of 
Wawsaw, the Sorrows of Mac Whirter, and such like. 

After about 6 of them, master novor yousod to rend 
them; but haudhl them over to me, to see if there was 
any think in them which must be answered, in order to 
kipp up appearuatses. The next letter is. 


“No. II. 

“Beloved! to what strange madnesses will passion 
lead one! Lady Griffin, since your avowal yesterday, 
has uot spoken a word to your poor Matilda; has 
declared that she will admit no one (heigho! not even 
you, my Algernon); and has locked herself in her own 
dressing-room. I do believe that she is jealous, and 
fancies that you were in love with her! Ha, ha! 
I could, have told her r. matin’ r tale — n’est-ce pas? 
Adieu, adieu, adieu! A thousand, thousand, million 
kisses! ■/:) ') ..".VlLL ; . " ' " “M. G. 

“Monday afternoon, 2 o'clock." , 


There was another letter kem before bedtime; for 
though me and master railed at the Griffinses, we waimt 
aloud .to enter at no price, Mortimer and Mfzclurenee 
grind at me, as much m to say we were going to bo 
relations; but I clout spose mciater was very sorry when 
be was obleacbed to come baok without seeing the fare 
oh] let of his affeekshm 
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There was bo admittns for us though. “Bah! bah! never 
mind,” says my lord, taking his son affeekshnately by the 
hand. “What, two strings to your bow; ay, Algernon? 
The dowager a little jealous, miss a little lovesick. But 
my lady’s fit of anger will vanish, and I promise you, 
my boy, that you shall see your fair one to-morrow.” 

And, so saying, my lord walked master down stares, 
looking at him as tender and afieckshnat, and speaking 
'to him as sweet as posbill. Master did. not know what 
to think of it. He never new what game his old father 
was at; only he somehow felt that he had got Ins head 
in a net; in spite of his suxess on Sunday. I knew 
it — I knew it quite well, as soon as I saw the old 
genlrnn igsammin him, by a kind of smile which caine 
over his old face, and was somethink befcwigst the 
angellie and the direbolliele. ‘ 

But master’s dowts were cleared up nex day, and 
every thing was bright again. At brexfast, in comes 
a note with inclosier, boath of witch I here copy: 


• “Ho. IX. / - 

u Thursday morning . 

“Victoria, Victoria! Mamma has yielded at last; not 
her consent to our union, but her consent to receive you 
as before; and has promised to forget the past. Billy 
woman, how could she ever think of you as anything 
but the lover of your Matilda? I am in a whirl of 
delicious joy and passionate excitement. I have been 
awake all this long night, thinking of thee, my Alger- 
non, and longing for the blissful hour of meeting. 

■ “ Come ! . , v A;: vA AAP P PPpP" A PA 
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This Is the inclosier from mj lady: 

* 1 will not tell you that your behaviour on Sunday 
did not deeply shook me. I had been foolish enough to 
think of other plans, and to fancy your heart: (if you had 
any) was fixed elsewhere than on one at whose foibles 
you' have often laughed with me, and whose person at 
least cannot have charmed you. 

“My step-daughter will not, l presume, many with- 
out at least going through the ceremony of asking ray 
consent; I cannot, as yet, give it. Have 1 not reason 
to doubt whether she- will be happy in trusting herself 
to you? 

“But she is of age, and has the right to receive in 
her ow r n house all those who may be agreeable to her, — 
certainly you, who are likely to he one day so nearly 
connected with her. If I have honest reason to believe 
that your love for Miss Griffin Is sincere; if I find in 
a few months that you yourself are still desirous to 
marry her, I can, of course, place no further obstacles 
in your way. 

“You are welcome, then, to return to our hotel. 1 
cannot promise to receive you as 1 did of old; you would 
despise me if I did. I can promise, however, to think 
no more of all that has passed between us, and yield up 
my own happpiness for that of the daughter of my dear 
husband. ‘'h. 

If ell, now, an’t this a manly, strmtforard letter 
enough, and natr&l from, a woman whom we had, to con- 
fess the truth, treated most scuwily? Master thought 
so, and went and made a tender, respeckfui speach to 
Lady Griffin (a little fiximxy costs nothink). Grave and 
sorrofie he kist her hand and, speakin in a very low 
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adgitayted yoke, calld Hevn to witness how, he deplord 
that Ids conduct should ever have given rise to such an 
unfortnt ideer; but if lie might offer her esteem, respect, 
the warmest and tenderest admiration, he trusted she would 
accept the same, and a deal xnoar fiumry of the kind, 
with dark, solium., glansis of the eyes, and plenty of 
white pockit hankercher. 

He thought he *& make all safe. Poar fool! he was 
in a net — sieh a net as I never yet see set to ketch a 

roag in. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE JEWEL. 

The Shevalier de l’Orge, the young Erenehmin whom 
I wrote of in my last, who had been rather shy of his 
visits while master was coming it so very strong, now 
came back to his old place by the side of Lady Griffin; 
there was no love now, though, betwigst him and master, 
although the shevallier had got his lady back agin, Deuce- 
ace being compleatly devoted to his crookid Yeanus. 

The shevalier was a little, pale, moddist, insinifishnt 
creature; and I shoodn’t have thought, from his appea- 
rants, would have the heart to do harm to a fli, much 
less to stand befor such a tremen&ious tiger and fire-eater 
as my master. But I see putty well, after a week, from 
his maimer of going on — of speakin at master, and 
lookin at Mm, and olding his lips tight when Deuceace 
came into the room, and glaring at him with Ms i’s, 
that he hated the Honrabble Algernon Percy. 

Shall I tell you why? Because my Lady Griffin hated 
him; hated him wuss than pison, or the dewle, or even 
wuss than her daughter-in-law. Praps you phansy that 




110 THE MEMO 1KB OF ME. CHAHLBS 2 * TFXLOWPLXJSIL 

th.e letter you have juss red was honest; praps you 
arnadgin that the scan of the reading of the wil came 
on by mere chans, and in the reglar core of suekmstan- 
pies: it was aU a name, I tell you — a reglar trap; ami 
that extrodnar clever young man, my master, as neatly 
p U t hia foot into it, as ever a pot her did in leant preserve. 

" The shevalier had his q from Lady Griffin. When 
Deueeaee went off the feald, back came De lOrge to her 
feet, not a witt less tender than befor. Tor fellow, por 
fellow! he really loved this woman. He might as well 
have foln in love with a boreeonstructor! He was so 
blinded and beat by the power- wieh she had got over 
him, that if she told him black was white he ’d beleaye 
it, or if she ordered him to commit murder, he’d do it 
— - she wanted something very like it, I can tell jou. 

I’ve already said how, in the lust part oi *beir. ac- 
quaintance , master used to lati at De 1 Orge s had inglish, 
srnd funny ways. The little creature had a thowsnd of 
these; and being small, and a I renchman , master, in 
core, looked on him with that good-humoured kind of 
cohtemp which a good Bnttn ot always to show. He 
rayther treated him like an intelligent munky than a 
man, and ordered him about as if he’d bean my lady’s 
footman. 

All this muniseer took in very good part, until alter 
the quart bet wigst master and Lady Griffin; when that 
lady took oare to turn the tables. Whenever master and 
miss were not present (as I *ve heard t-lie servants say), 
she need & laff at shevalliay for Ms obeajanoe and aivil- 
latty to master. “Tor her part, she wondered how a 
man of his birth could aet a scrvnt; how any man could 
submit to such contemsheous behaviour from another; 
* and then she told him how Deueeaee was always snearing 
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at him behind Ms back; how, in fact, he ought to hate 
Mm eorjaly, and how it was snttnly time to show Ms 
sperrit.” ■!;' 

Veil, the poar little man beleaved all tMs from Ms 
hart, and . was angry or pleased, gentle or quarlsum, 
igsactly as my lady liked. There got to be freqnint rows 
betwigst him and master; sharp words flung ’at each other 
across the dinner-table; dispewts about handing ladies 
their smeling-botls , ' or seeing them to their carridge; . or 
going in and out of a roam fust, or any such nonsince. 

u Eor Hem's sake/’ I heerd my lady, in the midi of 
one of these tiff’s, say, pail, and the tears trembling in 
her i’s, “do, do he calm Mr. Deuceaee. Monsieur de 
1’Orge, I beseech you to forgive him. You are, both of 
you, so- esteemed, lov’d, hy members of this family, that 
for its peace as well as your own, you should forbear to 
quarrel” ‘ . 

It was on the way to the Bally Mangy that tMs 
hrangling had begun, and it ended jest as they were 
seating themselves. I shall never forgit poar little I)e 
l’Orge’s eyes, when my lady said “both of you.” He 
stair’d at my lady for a momint, turned pail, red, look’d 
wild, and then, going round to master, .shook Ms hand- 
as if he would have wrung it off. Mr. Deuceaee only 
bowd and grind, and. turned away quite stately; miss 
heaved a loud 0 from Her busm, and lookd up in his 
face with an igspreshn*,* jest as if she could have eat him 
up with love; and the little shevalliay sate down to Ms 
soop-plate, and wus so happy, that I’m blest if he wasn’t 
crying! He thought the widdow had made her declara- 
tion, and would have him; and so thought Deuceaee, who 
lookd at her for some time mighty hitter and contemp- 
shus, and then fell a talking with miss. 
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Now, though master didn't choose to marry for Lady 
Griffin, as he might have done, he yet thought tit to be 
very angry at the notion of her marrying any body else: 
and bo, consquintly, was in a fewry at tin’s confision 
which she had made regarding her parshaleatv for the 
French shevaleer. 

And this IVe perscaved in the cors of my cxpearants 
through life, that when you vex him, a roag’s no longer 
a roag; you find him out at oust when he *s in a passion, 
for he shows, as it ware, his cloven foot the very instnt 
you tread on it. At least, this is what young roags do; 
it requires very cool blood and long practis to get over 
this pint, and not to show your paslm when you feel it, 
and snarl when you are angry. Old Crabs wouldn't do it, 
being like another noblemin, of whom I heard the Duke 
of Wellington say,, while waiting behind his grad’s chair, 
that if you were kicking him from behind, no one stand- 
ing before him wuld know it, from, the hewtifle smiling 
igspreshn of his face. Young Master hadn’t got so far 
in the thief s grammer, and, when he was angry, showd 
it. And it also to be remarked (a very profownd ol>~ 
servatin for a footmin; but we have i’s though we do 
wear plush britchis), it’s to be remarked, I say, that 
one of these chaps is much sooner maid angry than an- 
other, because honest men yield to other people, roags 
never do; honest men love other people, roags only them- 
selves; and the slightest thing which comes in the way 
of thir beloved objects sets them fewrious. Master hadn’t 
led a life of gambling, swindling, and every kind of de- 
botch to be good tempered at the end of it, 1 promnm you, 

Ho was in a pashun, and when he was in a paslm, 
a more insalent, insuffrabie, overbearing broot didn’t live. 

This was the very pint to which my lady wished to 
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bring Mm; for I must tell you, that though she had been 
trying all her might to set master and the shevalliay by 
the years, she had suxcaded only so far as to make them 
hate each profowndly; but somehow or other, the 2 cox 
wouldnt fight, ' : , ; 

I doan’t think Deueeace ever suspected any game on 
the part of her ladysMp, for she carried it on so ad- 
miralty, that the quarts which daily took place betwigst 
Mm and the Frenchman never seemed to come from her; 
on the contry, she acted as the reglar pease-maker be- 
tween them, as I Ve just shown in the tiff which took 
place at the door of the Sally Mangy. Besides, the 
2 young men, thoagh reddy enough to snarl, were na- 
trafly unwilling to cum to hloes. Ill tell you why: being 
friends, and idle, they spent their momins as young 
fashnabbles genrally do, at biliiads, fensing, riding, 
pistle-shootmg, or some such improoving study. In bil- 
iiads, master beat the Frenchmn hollow (and had won a 
pretious sight of money from Mm, but that’s neither here 
nor there, or, as the French say, ontvy noo); at pistle- 
shooting, master could knock down eight immidges out 
of ten, and De 1’Orge seven; and in fensing, the French- 
man could pink the Honorable Algernon down evry one 
.of Ms weskit buttns. They’d each of them been out 
more than onst, for every Frenchman will fight, and 
master had been obleag’d to do so in the cors of Ms bis- 
niss; and knowing each other’s curridg, as well as the 
fact that either could put a hundrid bolls running into a 
hat at 80 yards, they wairn’t very willing to try such ex- 
parrymence upon their own hats with their own heads in 
them. So yon see they kep quiet, and only grould at 
each other. 

But to-day Deuceaee was in one of Ms thundering 
Thackeray , Miscellanies . IV . £ 
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black humors; and when In tins way he wouldnt step 
for man or dewie. I said that lie walked away from 
the shevalliay, who hod given him his hand In his sud- 
den bust of joyflo good-humour, and who, I do Motive, 
would have hugd a she-bear, so very happy was he- 
Master walked away from him pale and hot tv, and, ta- 
king his seat at table, no moor raSndid the brandish- 
monks of Miss Griffin, but only replied to them with a 
pshaw, or a dam at oiw of us sernits, or abuse of 
the scop, or the wine; cussing and swearing . like a 
trooper, and not like a wel-bred son of a noble Brittish 
peer, '"w yir : ■ ■ AY.'' 

" Will your ladyship;' says lie, slivering off. the 
wing of a putty uUy hashipanUn "allow me to help 
your” ' A 

«£ thank you! no; 'hut 1 will trouble Monsieur do 
rOrge” And' towards that gnlnm she turned, with a 
most tender and fasnating smile. 

"Your ladyship has taken a very sudden admiration 
for Mr. de POrgeb carving. You used to like mine 
one©”, \ y ' 

“ You are very skilful; but to-day, if you will allow 
me, I wall partake of something a little simpler” 

' The Frenchman helped; and, being so happy, in cors, 
spilt the gravy. A great blob of brown sob spurted on 
to master's chick, and myandrewd down his short collar 
and raging- white woddt. 


done this on purpose.” And down went his knife and 
fork, over went his tumbler of wine, a deal of it into 


My lady bust into a fit of biffin, peel upon peel 
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if it was the best joak in the world. De TOrge giggled 
and grind too. u Pardcmg” says he; 41 meal'-pardong , 
mong share munseer” * And he looked as if he would 
have done it again for a penny. . 

The little Frenchman was quite in exstasis; he found 
himself all of a snddn at the very top of the trea; and 
the laff for onst tamed against his rivle, he actialy had 
the ordassaty to propose to my lady in English to take 
a glass of wine, : : /-v,, -y y 't ;■ 

“Yeal yon ” says he, in his jargin, “take a glas -of 
Madere viz me, mi ladi?” And he looked round, as 
if he ’d igsackly hit the English, manner and pronuncia- 
tion. ' . yy?';y- 

“With the greatest pleasure ,” says Lady GL, most 
graciously nodding at him, and gazing at him as she 
drank up the wine. She ’d refused master befor, and 
this didn’t increase his good, burner. 

Well, they Went on, -master snarling, snapping, and 
swearing, making himself, I must confess, as much of a 
blaggard as any I ever see; and my lady employing her 
time betwigst him and the .sjievalliay, doing every think 
to irritate master, and flatter the Frenchmn. • Desert 
came; and by this time, miss was stock-still with bight, 
the ehevaleer half tipsy with pleasure and gratafied van- 
naty. My lady pufhckly raygent with smiles, and mas- 
ter bloo with .rage. 

“Mr. Deueeace,” says my lady, in. a most winning 
voice, after a little chaffing (in which she only worked' 
him up moar and moar), “may I trouble you for a few 
of those grapes? they look delicious.” 

For answer, master sens’d hold of the grayp dish, 

* In the long dialogues, we have generally ventured to change the 
peculiar spelling of our friend , Mr. Yellowpluslu 
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and sent it Eliding down the table to De FOrge; upset- 
ting, in his way, fruitplates, glasses, dickanters, and 

Heaven knows what. 

“Monsieur de FOrge,” says he, shouting out at the 
top of his voice, “have the goodness to help Lady Grif- 
fin. She wanted my grapes long ago, and has found out 

they are sour!” 

# # * # # 

There was a dead paws of a moment or so. 

# # * # # 

“AkP* says my lady, u vom osez mHnmlter* devani 
mes gens , dans ma propre mamm — * Pest par trap fort , 
monsieur? And up she got, and fiung out of the room. 
Miss followed her, screeching out, “Mamma — for God's 
sake — Lady Griffin ! ” and here the door slammed on 
the pair. 

Her ladyship did very well to speak French. De 
TOrge would not have understood her else; as it was he 
heard quite enough; and as the door clikt too, in the 
presents of me, and Masseurs Mortimer and Fitzclarenee, 
the family footmen, he walks round to my master, and 
hits him a slap on the face, and says, “Trends ga men* 
teur et la eke!” Which means, “Take that, you liar and 
coward!” — raylher strong igspreshns for one genimm 
to use to another. 

Master staggered hack, and looked bewildered; and 
then he gave a kind of a scream, and then he made a 
mm at the Frenchman, and then me and Mortimer flung 
ourselves upon him, whilst Fiteekrenee embraced the 
■ ahevalliay. 

U A demamt* says he, clinching his little fist, and 
walking away not very sorry to git off. 

■When he was fairly down stares, we let go of mas* 
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ter; who swallowed a goblit of water, and then pawsing 
a little, and pulling out bis pus, be presented to Mes- 
seers Mortimer and Fitzclarence a luydor each. “I will 
give you live more to-morrow,” says be, “if you will 
promise to keep this seciit 

And then be walked into tbe ladies. “If you knew,” 
says be, going up to Lady Griffin, and speaking very 
slow (in cors we were all at tbe keyhole), “the pain I 
have endured in the last minute, in consequence of the 
rudeness and insolence of which I have been guilty to 
your ladyship, you would think my own remorse was 
punishment sufficient, and would grant me pardon.” 

My lady bowed, and said she didn’t wish for expla- 
nations. Mr. Deuceace was her daughter’s guest, and 
not hers; hut she certainly would never demean herself 
by sitting again at table with him. And so saying, out 
she boltid again, 

“Oh! Algernon! Algernon!” says miss, in teers, “what 
is this dreadful mystery — these fearful, shocking quar- 
rels? Tell me, has anything happened? Where, where 
is the chevalier?” 

Master smiled, and said, “Be under no alarm, my 
sweetest Matilda. De 1’Orge did not understand a word 
of the dispute; he was too much in love for that. He is 
but gone away for half an hour, I believe; and will re- 
turn to coffee.” 

I knew what master’s game was, for if miss had got 
a hinkling of the quarrel betwigst him and the French- 
man, we should have had her screeming at the Hotel 
Mirabeu, and the juice and all to pay. He only stopt 
for a few minuits, and cunffitted her, and then drove off 
to his friend, Captain Bullseye, of the Bifies; with whom 
I spose, he talked over this implesnt bisniss. We fownd. 


■fig' .CTB.'MEMOI.ES OF MS. .CHABITJ J. TELLOWTLUSIL " 

at our hotel, a note from Be FOrge, saying where his 

seeknd was to be seen* 

Two mornings after there was a parxwgraf in /3W- 
Jynannt/s : Meuinger , which I hear beg leaf to tran- 
scribe: — 

" Fearful $*n?f, — Yesterday morning, at six o'clock, a meeting took 
place , in the Buis d© Slonlogne, between the Hum A. P. i# — co — ce„ a 
younger son of th« Earl at Cr-bs, and the Chevalier dc 1 * 0 — • The 
* chevalier was attended by Major de M~, of the Royal Uuard, uitd the 
Hon. Mr. l>— * by Captain B— IJs— ye, of the British Rifle Corps. As far m 
we have been able tn learn the particulars of this deplorable affair, ifm 
dispute originated in the house of a lovely lady (one of the most brilliant 
ornaments of our embassy), and the 'duel took place on the morning 
ensuing. - ■ ' • : . 

“the chevalier (the challenged party, and the most accomplished 
amateur swordsman in: Paris,) waived hi® right of choosing the weapons, 
’and' the combat took- place with pistol®. 

‘♦The combatants were placed'; at forty .pace*, with directions to ad- 
vanee -to a barrier which - separated 'them only, eight paces. : ..Each,; was 
furnished with two pistols. Monsieur dc TO— tired almost imtiwdiatelyi. 
and the ball took effect In the left wrist of his antagonist, who dropped the 
pistol which be held In that hand. He fired, however, directly with his 
right, and the chevalier fell to the ground, we fear mortally wounded. 
A ball has entered above tils hip-joint, and there is very little hop© that 
hc.©im recover, 

. - “ We hate beard that the cause of this desperate duel was a blow, 
which the chevalier ventured to give to the Hon. Mr. D. If ho , there Is 
some reason for the unusual and determined manner in which the duel wm. 
fought,. 

Mr, Deu— a— 8 : returned to . Ida hotel,; whither his excellent: father, 
the Right Hon. Earl, of Cr— ha, immedi itely hastened on hearing of the sad 
news, and is now bestowing on his sun the most affeatlonate parental 
attention. The news only reached his lordship yesterday at noon, while 
at breakfast with his excellency. Lord Bobtail, on r ambassador. The noble 
tail fainted oh receiving this intelligence; bat In spite of the shock to hl« 

‘ own ntmi apd health, persisted In passing last night by the conch of 
his son/* ' ; ' : '■ ^ i ' ; 

■ And so he did. “This is a sad business, Charles,” 
says my lord to me, after seeing his son, and settling 
himself down in our ealong. “Have you airy segare in 
the house? And, hark ye, send me up a bottle of wine 
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and some luncheon. I can certainly not leave the neigh- 
bourhood of my dear boy/ . V 


The shevalliay did not die, for the ball came out ^ of 
it ’s own accord, in the midst of a violent fever and in- 
flaniayslm which was brot on by the wound. He was 
kept in bed for 6 weeks though, and did not recover for 
a long time after. ■ 

As for master, his lot, I’m sorry to say, was wnss 
than that of his advisary. Inflammation came on too; 
and, to make an ugly story short, they were obliged to 
take off Ms hand at the rist. . 

He bore it, in eors, like a Trojin, and in a month 
he too was well, and his wound heel ’d; hut I never see 
a Tfmn look so like a dewle as he used sometimes, when 
he looked down at the stump! 

To he sure, in Miss • Grifdnses eyes, this only in- 
deered him the. mor. She sent twenty noats a day to 
ask tor him, calling him her beloved, her unfortnat, her 
hero, her wiciim, and I dono what. I ve kep some of 
the noats as I tell you, and curiously sentimentle they 
are. beatiner the sorrows of Mac Whirter all to no- 
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now, and where the' shevalier wasn’t there to disturb 
him*; 

n lfou ■ see .how that woman hates you, Deuceace,” 
betr my lord, one day, in a fit of candor, after 1 hey 
had been talking about Lady Griffin: “she km not done 
with yew fel, I tell you fairly/’ 

“Curse her,” says master, in a fury, lifting up Ms 
maim’d arm * — ‘‘curse her, hut I will he exon with her 
one day, I am sure of Matilda; 1 took care to put that 
beyond the reach of a failure. The girl must marry me 
for -her own sake/- c'/te 

“For her own sake! 0 hoi Good, good!” My lord. 
Mod his i’s, and said, gravely, “l understand, my dear 
boy; if is an excellent plan/'" 

“Well,” says master, grinning feareely and. know- 
ingly at Ms extent old father, “as the girl is safe, 
what harm can I fear Item the fiend of a step* 
mother?” 

My lord only gev a long wkizzle, and, soon after, 
taking up his hat, walked off I saw Mm. sawnter down 
the Mas Vandome, and go in. quite calmly to the old 
door of Lady Griffimses hotel. Bless his old face! such 
a pufitekly good-natured, kind hearted, merry, selfish old 
scoundrel , I never shall. ■ see again. 

His lordship was quite rigid, in saying to master 
that “J^ady Griffin hadn’t, done with him.” No moar she 
had. But she never would have thought of the mx 
game she was going to play, if someMg hadn't put her 
up U it . Who did? If you red the above pttridge, 
and saw how a venrabblo old geidran took his hat, and 
sauntered down the Mas Yandome (looking hard and 
kind at all the attssary-maids — buns they call them in 
France — In the way), I leave yon to guess who was 
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the author of the nex skeam: a woman, suttnly, never 
would have plteht on it 

In the fuss payper which I wrote concerning Mr. 
Deuceace’s adventers, and his kind hehayviour to Mes- 
seers Dawkins and Blewitt, I had the honor of laying 
before the public a skidewl of my masters detts, in 
witch was the following itim: 

“Bills of xchange and I.O.lTs. , 4963/. Os. Off.” 

The LO.D.se were trifling, say a thowsnd pound. 
The bills amountid to four thowsnd moar. 

iSTow, the lor is in Trance, that if a genlmn gives 
these in England, and a Trench genlmn gits them in 
any way, he can pursew the Englishman who has drawn 
them, even though he should be in Trance. Master did 
not know this fact — labouring under a very common 
mistak, that, when oust out of England, he might wissle 
at all the debts he left behind him. 

My Lady Griffin sent over to her slissators in Lon- 
don, who made arrangemints with the persons who 
possest the line collection of ortografs on stampt paper 
which master had left behind him; and they were glad 




enuff to take any oppertunity of getting back their 

money. ' ,;.. V X', 

One fine morning, as I was looking about in the 
court-yard of our hotel, talking to the servant gals, as 
was my reglar custom, in order to improve myself in the 
Trench languidge, one of them comes up to me and 
says, “Teness, Monsieur Charles, down, below in the 
office there is a bailiff, with a couple of gendarmes, 
who is asking for your master — a-t-il des deties pa?* 

hasard?” ■■ y-mm; ■ 

I was struck all of a heap — the truth iasht on my 
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Bjiads hi ^ “Tomettc/* says I, for that was the gals 
iiaiBtj — "Toisieltey* gays I, giving her a kins, "keep 
them fur two mi unite, as you valyou my aifockshn;” 
unci then I gave her another kiss, and ran up stares to 
oiir chambers. lias, ter had now pretty well ’ recovered ■ 
of his wound, and was aloud to drive abowi; it was ^ 
hieky for him that he had f ho strength to move*. u 8irj 
s>ir, sajn I, “ the bailiffs art 1 after you, ami you must 
nm for your lift*.” 

“Bailiffs,” say* lie: “nmtBcnse! J. don’t, thank Hunv- 
*'«, i'Ui a shilling to any 

“Stuff, sir,” says I, forgetting my respect; “don’t 
you owe money in England? t tell you the bailitfs are 
here, and will he on you in a moment.” 

As I spoke, ding cling, ling ling, goes the bell of 
tiie antysharaber , and there? they were sure enough! 

What was to be clone? Quick oh litcniag, I throws 
on m\ liyry coat', daps my goold lace hat on master’s 
head, and makes him put on my liyry. Then 1 maps 
mysedf up in his dressinggown, and lolling down on the 
soiu, bide him open the door. 

There they were — the bailiff— two jondarms with 
him ~ ioinette, and an old waiter. When Toiuette 
sees master, she smite, and says: "ids. done, dharles! 
ou est, done, ton muitre ? Chez lui, iTost-ee pas? (Test 
le jeune horame k monsieur /* says she, curtsying to the 
baiiili . ° ; e: 

The old waiter was Just a going to blurt out, *M«ia 
ce u * ( '^ P as ’ W when Tehiette him, and saws "Inis- 
868 domc p&mmr cm i mmx hete*” and in 
Qmy walk, the $ jon d'amis taking their post in flic 

hall* Ty:.: ; Tv/ :V;TT/ 

Master throws open the salong dear very gravely, 
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and touching my hat says, “Have you any orders about 
the, cab, sir?” ■ ; 

“Why, no, Chawls,” says I; “I shan’t drive out to- 
day.” ' !■ 

The old bailiff grinned, for he understood English 
(having had plenty of English customers), and says in 
French, as master goes out, “I think, sir, you had 
better let your servant get a coach, for I am under the 
painful necessity of arresting you, au nom de-la loi s for 
the sum of ninety-eight thousand seven hundred francs, 
owed by you to the Sieur Jacques Francois Lebrun, of. 
Paris;” and he pulls out a number of hills, with master’s 
acceptances on them sure enough. 

“Take a chair, sir,” says I; and down he' sits; and I 
began to chaff him, as well as I could, about the 
weather, my illness, my sad axdent , having lost one 
of my hands, which was stuck into my busum, and 
so on. 

At last after .a miniiit or two, T could contane no 
longer, and bust out in a horse laff. 

The old fellow turned quite pail, and began to 
suspect somethink. “Hola!” says he; “gendarmes! a 
moi! a moil Je suis floue, vole” whieh means, in Eng- 
lish, that he was reglar -sold. 

The jondarmes jumped into the room, and so did. 
Toinette and the waiter. Grasefly rising from my arm- 
chare, I took my hand from my dressing-gownd, and, 
fringing it open, stuck up on the chair one of the neatest 
legs ever seen* ’■ 

I tlien pinted myjestickly — to what do you think? 
— to my plush tites! .those sellabrated iidgspressables 
which have rendered me. faymous in Yourope. 

T aking the hint, the jondarmes and the servnts rord 
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out luffing; and so did Charles Yellowpluah, Esquiro, I 
ean tell you. Old Orippard, the bailiff, looked as if ho 

would faint in his chare. 

I heard a kab galloping like mad out of the hotel- 
gate, and knew then that my master was safe. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

THE END OF MR. DEUCE ACE's HISTORY. JUMBO. 

My tail is droring rabidly to a close: my suvriee with 
Mr. Deueeacc didn’t continyou very long after the last 
cliapter, in which I described my admiral strattyjam, 
and my singlar selfdevocean. There’s very few servnfe, 
1 can tell you, who ’d have thought of such a contrivance, 
and very few moar would have eggsycuted it when 
thought of. 

But, after all, beyond the trilling advantieh to my- 
self in selling master’s roab de sham, which you, gentle 
reader, may remember I woar, and in discovering a 
fipun note in one of the pockets, — beyond this, I say, 
there was to poar master very little advantieh in what 
had been done. It’s true he had escaped. Very good- 
But Frans is not like tircat Brittin; a man in a livry 
coat, with 1 arm, is pretty easly known, and caught, 
too, as I can tell you. 

Such was the case with master. He coodn leave 
Paris, moarover, if he would. What was to become, in 
that ease, of Ins bride — his nnehhacked hairis? He 
knew that young lady’s trmprimmif (as the Parishers 
say) too weft to let her long out of his site. She had 
nine thousand aryer. She’d boon in love a dussn times 
befor , and mite be agin. The Honrabble Algernon Deuce- 
aee was a little too wide awake to trust much to the 
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constnsy of so very inflammable a young creaeher. 
Heavn bless ns, it was a marycle size wasn’t earlier 
married ! I do bleave (from suttn seans that past be- 
twigst ns) that she’d have married me, if she hadn’t 
been sejuiced by the supearor rank and indianuity of the 
genlmn in whose suryace I was. 

Well, to nse a commin igspreshn, the beaks were 
after him. How was he to manitch? He coodn get away 
from Ms debts, and he wooden quit the fare objict of Ms 
affeckshns. He was ableejd, then, as the French say, 
to lie perdew, — going out at night, like a howl out of 
a Mvy-bush, and returning in the daytime to Ms roast. 
For its a maxuzn in France (and I wood it were followed 
in Ingland), that after dark no man is lible for Ms detts; 
and in any of the royal gardens — the Twillaries, the 
Pally Boil, or the Lucksimbug, for example — a man 
may wander from sunrise to evening, and hear nothing 
of the ojus dunns: they ant admitted into these places 
of public enjyment and rondyvoo any more than dogs; 
the centuries at the garden-gate having orders to skint 
all such. 

Master, then, was in tMs uncomfrable situation — * 
neither liking to go nor to stay! peeping out at nights 
to have an interview with Ms miss; ableagd to shuflle 
off her repeated questions as to the reason of all tMs 
disgeise, and to talk of Ms two thowsnd a-year, jest as 
if he had it, and didn’t owe a shilling in the world. 

Of course, now, he began to grow mighty eager for 
the marriteh. 

He roat as many noats as she had done befor; swoar 
against delay and cerymony; talked of the pleasures of 
Hyming, the ardslnp that the ardor of two arts should 
be allowed to igspire, the folly of waiting for the con- 
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sent of lad y Griffin. Hhe was but a step-mother, and 
an unkind one. .Miss was (be said) a major, might 
marry whom she liked; and suttnly had paid Lady 0, 
quite m much attention as site ought , by paying her the 
compliment to .ask. her at all. 

And so they went on. The, curious thing was, that 
when master was pressed about his cause for not coining 
out till night-time, he mm mistonis; and Miss Griffin, 
when asked why she wooden marry, igsprcst, or rather, 
didn't igspress, a • slmlar seems}*. Wasn’t it hard? the 
cup seemed to be? at .the lip of both of ’em, and yet 
somehow, they could not manitcii to take a drink. 

But one morning, in reply to a most dosprat epistol 
wrote by my master over night, Deueeace, delighted, 
gits an answer from his seal's belli If d , which ran 
'thus: : — * ‘ 


MISS GRIFFIN TO THE HON. A. P. DEUCEAOE. 

“Dearest, — You say you would share a cottage 
with me.; there is, no .need, luckily, tor that!' , You plead 
the sad. sinking of your spirits at our delayed union. 
Beloved, 'do you think my heart rejoices at our separa- 
tion? ■ You bid me disregard the refusal of Lady Griffin, 
and toll hie that l owe hen no further duty. 

“Adored Algernon! 1 can refuse you no more. I 
’was willing not to lose a single chance of reconciliation 
with iMs nnsmtural stepmother. Respect for the me- 
mory of my sainted father bid me do all in my power 
to gain her consent to my union with you;, nay, shall i 
own it, . prudence dictated the measure; ' for to whom 
should she Icavei the share of money accorded to her by 
my father’s will but to my father's child? 
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“But there are bounds beyond which no forbearance 
can go; and, thank Heaven, we have no need of look- 
ing to Lady Griffin for sordid wealth: we have a com- 
petency without her. Is it not so, dearest Algernon? 

“Be it as you wish, then, dearest, bravest) and best 
Your poor Matilda has yielded to you her heart long 
ago; she has no longer need to keep back her name, 
Kama the hour, and I will, delay.no more; but seek for 
refuge in your arms from the contumely and insult 
which meet me ever here. 


• “Matilda. 



“P. S, 0, Algernon! if you did but know what a 
noble part your dear father has acted throughout, , in 
doing his best endeavours .to further our plans, and to 
soften Lady Griffin! It is not Ms fault that she is in- 
exorable as she is. I send yon a note sent by her to 
Lord Grabs; we will laugh at it soon, n’est ce pas?” 


“My Lord, — In reply to yonr demand for Miss 
'(biffin’s hand, in favour of your son, Mr. Algernon Deuce- 
ace, I can only repeat what I before have been under 
the necessity of stating to you; — that I do not believe 
a union with a person of Mr. Deuceace’s character would 
conduce to my step-daughters happiness, and therefore 
refuse my consent I will beg you to communicate the 
contents of this note to Mr. Deuceace; and implore you no 
move to touch upon a subject which yon must be aware 
is deeply painful to me. 

“I remain yonr lordship’s most humble servant, 

“L. E. Gmrnm. 

*' The Right lion. the Earl of Crabs." 
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“Hang her ladyship!” says ray master, U \\hut care 1 
for it?” As for the old lord who \I been so atishous in 
his kindaiss nod advice, master reeknsiled that pretty 
well, with thinking that hb lordship knew he was going 
to marry ten thousand ivyeur, and igspeeted to get some 
share of it; for he tout hack tiio following letter to his 
father, fig well as a darning one to miss: 

■ ■■*■ Thank you, my dear father, for your kindness in 
that awkward business. You know how painfully J am 
situated just now, and can pretty well guess both the 
eau.m of my disquiet A marriage with my beloved 
Matilda will make me the happiest of men. The dear girl 
consents, and laughs at the foolish pretensions of her 
mother-in-law. To tall you the truth, 1 wonder she 
yielded to them bo long. Carry your kindness a step 
further, and dud for us a parson, a license, and make us 
two into one. We are both major, you know; so that 
the ceremony of a guardian’s consent is uimoeessary. 

/: Ay :.^/ Your ;:Elfoetioiiate f ■■/ " 

“ Algebnon Bluckack. 

“How C regret that difference between us some time 
back! Matter are changed now, and shall be more still 
after th* luarrhuj* ” 

1 knew what my master meant, — • that ho would 
give the old ford the money after ho was married; and 
as it irm probble that miss would see the letter he 
mat, ha mode it such m not to let her see two clearly 
in to Ms present uiioomfmble, situation. 

I took this letter along with the tender one for miss, 
reading both of fora, in course, by the way. Miss, on 
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getting hers, gave an inegspressable look ‘with the white 
of her i’s, kist the letter, and prest it to her busm. 
Lord Crabs read his quite calm, and then they fell a 
talking together; and told me to wait awhile, and I 
should git an anser. . Lf-LL-:; .L ;• 

After a deal of counseltation, my lord brought out a 
card, and there was simply written on it, 


To-morrow, at the Ambassador's , at Twelve . 


“Carry that back to your master, Chawls,” says he, 
“ and bid him not to fail” .h 

You may be sure I stept back to him pretty quick, 
and gave him the card and the messuage. Master looked 
satisfied with both; hut suttnly not over happy; no man 
is the day before his marridge; much more his marridge 
with a hump-back, Harriss though she be. 

Well, as he was a going to depart this bachelor life, 
he did what every man in such suckmstansies ought to 
do; he made his will, — that is, he made a disposition 
of his property, and wrote letters to. his creditors telling 
them of his lucky chance; and that after Ms marridge 
he would sutnly pay them every stiver. Before , they 
must know his povvaty well enough to he sure that 
paymint was out of the question. 

To do him.justas, he seam’d to he inclined to do the 
thing that was. right, now that it didn’t put him to any 
inkinvenients to do so. 

" Chawls,” says he, handing me over a tenpun note. 
“Here’s your wagis, and thank you for getting me out 
of the scrape with the bailiffs; when you are married, 

Thackeray, Miscellanies. JK. 9 
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hew; and, being incog at a friend’s house, and contentid 
himself with ordring a coople of shoots of cloves from a 
common tailor, with a suffishnt quantaty of linning. 

Well, he put on the best of his coats — a blue; 
and I thought it ^ ray duty to ask him whether he’d 
want his frock again; and he was good natured and said, 
“Take it and fie hanged to you.” And half-past eleven 

0 clock came, and I was sent to look out at the door, if 
there were any suspicious charicters (a precious good 

* nose I have to find a bailiff out, I can tell yon, and art 

1 which will almost see one round a corner) ; and presnly 
a very modest green glass-coach droave up, and in 
master stept. I didn’t, in corse, appear on the box; be- 
cause, being known, my appearints might have compro- 
mised master. But I took a short cut, and walked as 
quick as posbil down to the Hue de Foburg St. Honors, 
where his exlnsy the English ambasdor lives, and where 
mar ridges are always performed betwigst English folk 
at Paris. , 


There is, almost nex door to the ambasdor’s hotel, 
another hotel, of that lo kind which the French call 
cabby rays, or wane houses; and jest as master’s green 
glass-coach pulled up, another coach drove off, out of 
which came two ladies, whom I knew pretty well, — 
siiffijz, that one had a humpback, and the ingenious 
reader well knew why she came there; the other was 
poor Miss Kicksey, who came see her turned off. 

’Well, master’s glass-coach droav up jest as I got 
within a few yards of the door; our carridge, I say, 
droav up, and stopt. Down gits coachmin to open the 
door, and comes I to give Mr. Beueeace an arm, when 
• — out of the cabaray shoot four fellows, and draw up 

9 * 
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ftoatjor Owt'ort'a Bentoh; but on tins subject 1 ’ra rather 
»by of writing, jiartly because the admiral Boa has, in 
the history of Mr. Pickwick, made such a dutoripshun 
of a prizn, that mine wooden read very amyousingly 


hetwigs' the each and emhn^v-ibar: <w > other chaps 
go to the other dear of the carri<ip\ and, opening it, <me 
gayg 61 r »/.*. Ih i't't if f ! Jr rnVe ,u'ni* M 

nom de In hi!" 9 (whhh moans, “Get out of that, Mr. If; 
you are • nabbed, ami no mistake).” Master turned 
gashly pail, and sprung to the other side of the eoarh, 
m if a aerpint had stung him. Ih* Hung open the door, 
and was for making otf that way; bn! lie »aw the four 
chaps standing botwigst libfaarty and him. .Ho skins 
down the* front window, and screams out, u Fmidtrz, 
cocker!" (which means, “Go it, coaohminl") in a ilcRport 
loud Toieo; but coaohxnin wooden go It, and besides, was 
off his bo'x.'k V'v V y t : -'"k O'k 

The long and short of the matter was* that Jest as 1 
earae up to the door two of the bums jumped into the 
camdge. 1 saw all; i" knew my duty, and so very 
momfly I got up behind 

** 7ien$i?: says oftt of dim chaps in the street; Ve M 
ee dr6k gui lone tmtre jmtrJ t knew Vra, but 

was too melumcolly to .fertile. 

u 6h irom-nous done?" says oowhmin to the gonlmn 
who had got; inside. ) 

A deep woiue from the inte&ror shouted out, in reply 
to the coaohmin, H \ saintk luxAtm:!” 

# # # ; # # 

,Am! m% praps; l ot to dixeribe to you the humours 
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xgsistancc by passing away the ears of my youth in 
such a dull place. 

My fust errint now was, as you may phansy, to carry 
a noat from master to his destined bride. The poar 
thing was sadly taken aback, as I can tell you, when 
site found, after remaining two hours at the Embassy, 
that her husband didn’t make ids appearance. And so, 
after staying on and on, and yet seeing no husband, she 
was forsed at last to trudge dishconslit home, where I 
was already waiting for her with a letter from my 
master. 

There was no use now denying the fact of his arrest, 
and so he eonfest it at onst; but he made a cock-and- 
bull story of treachery of a friend, infimous fodgery, and 
Heaven knows what. However, it didn’t matter much; 
if he had told her that he had been betrayed by the 
man in the moon, she would have bleavd him . 

Lady Griffin never used to appear now at any of my 
visits. She kep one drawing-room, and Miss dined and 
lived alone in another; they quarld so much that praps 
it was best they should live .apart: only my Lord Crabs 
used to see both, comforting each with that winning and 
innsnt way he had. He came in as Miss, in tears, was 
lisning to my account of master’s seizure, and hopin 
that the prisn wasn’t a horrid place, with a nasty horrid 
dun] eon, and a dreadhe jailer, and nasty horrid bread 
and water. Law bless us! she had borrod her ideers 
from the nowles she had been reading! 

“0 my lord, my lord,” says she, “have you heard 
this fatal story?” 

“Dearest Matilda, what? For Heaven’s sake, you 
alarm me! "What — yes — no — is it — no, it can’t 
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bo! 8peak!* says my lord, seising me by flic eliolor of 
my coal, "what im- happened to my boy:" 

“Please you, my lard/* says 1 ”, “IkCs at this moment 
in prisn, no wu'ss, — liavh'ig been incarcerated about 

two hours ago/* 

4< ln prison! Algernon in prison! *tis impossible! bn- 
prisoned, for what sum? Mention it, and l will pay to 
the ufmeA fort bins in my power*” 

‘H m ware vn;r fordflilp A % kind." s';\s 1 
(roi'kk ftimr the scan folu fog -4 him anti hvi-U r. whom 
he wanted to diddil out of a thowsaml lb); “anti you Ml 
be happy to hear ho V only in for a trifle. Five thousand 
pound by l think, pretty in-ui the mark.” 

•'Five ffouvufo } m ufofo — < <a fuflun!” so 3 ? my lord, 
da-phtg h'b hands, and lookii e ep to heaven . “ami I 
lure- n*»t jive hundred! IhutW Morilda, leer shall we 
ehelpdhiin?”' ; ' 

“Alas, my lord, I have but three guineas, and you 
know how Lady Grif&u has the ™* 

"Yes, ray sweet child, 1 know what you would say; 
-but. 'be; of good cheer — Alp rrwn, you know, lias ample 

Thinking my lord meant Dawkins's five thousand, of 
which, to be sure, n good lamp was left, 1 held my tang; 
but I cooden help wondering at Lord Crab’s igstream 
oompashn for bis son, and n, with her 10,000 /. a- 
year, -having only 3 guineas m hot pockit. 

I 'took home (bless us, what a home?) a long and 
very infkmbk letter from mi eg, in which she dixseribed 
her own sorror at the disappointment ; swear she lov*d 
him only the maw for Ids misfortm; made light of them; 
m a pusson for a ; paltry sum of live thousand pound 
ought sever to be east down, ’specially as lie hud a cor- 
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fain independence in vie-w; and Towd that nothing, 
nothing, should ever injuice her to part from him, 
etsettler, etsettler, 

I told master of the conversation which had past 
betwigst me and my lord, and of his handsome offers, 
and his borrow at hearing of his son’s being taken: and 
likewise mentioned how strange it was that miss should 
only have 3 guineas, and with such a fortn: bless us, I 
should have thot that she would always have carried a 
hundred thowsnd lb. in her pockit! 

At this master only said Pshaw! But the rest of 
the story about his father seemed to disquiet him a good 
deal, and he made me repeat it over agin. 

He walked up and down the room agytated, and it 
seam’d as if’ a new lite was breaking in upon him. 

“Chawls,” says he, “did you observe — did miss — 
did my father seem particularly intimate with Miss 
Griffin?” ■; . A:/ yf. ^ aA 

“How do you mean, sir?” says I. 

“Did Lord Crabs appear very fond of Miss Griffin?” 

“He was suttnly very kind to her.” 

“Come, sir, speak at once; did Miss Griffin seem very 
fond of his lordship?” ' 

“ Why, to tell the truth, sir, I must say she seemed 
very fond of him.” 

“ What did he call her?” 

“He called her his dearest gal.” 

“ Did he take her hand?” 

“Yes, and he — ” 

"And he what?” 

“He kist her, and told bar not to be so wery down- 
hearted 'about the misfortn which had hapnd to you.” 

“I have it now!” says he, clinching Ms fist, and 
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growing psfaly pall — “I have it now — the infernal 
ok! hoary acomulrel! the wicked unnatural wretch ! lie 
would take her from mei w And lit? poured out a volley 
of oaves which are imposabill to he repeatid here. 

I thot as much long ago: and when my lord kern with 
his vizits so pretious aifeekslmt at my Lady Griihnscs, I 
expected some such game was in the wind, indeed* 

I ’d heard a somethiuk of it from the Griffiuscs servnta, 
that my lord was mighty tender with the ladies. 

One thing, however, was evident to a man of his 
ratleekshal capassaties; he must either marry the gal ut 
oast, or he stood very small chance of having her. He 
must git out of limbo immediantly, or his rospeetid 
father might be stepping into his vaykint shoes. Oh! 
he saw it all now — the fust attempt at areat, the 
marridge tixt at 12 o’clock, and the bayli life fixt to come 
and intarup the marridge! — the jewel, praps, betwigst 
him and Be 1’Orge: but no, it was the woman who did 
that — a man don’t deal such fowl blows, ^specially a 
father to Ms son: a woman may, poor thing! — she’s 
no other means of reventeh, and is used to fight with 
under-hand wepns all her life through. 

Well, whatever the pint might be, this 1 kauxace 
saw pretty clear, that he’d been beat by his father at 
his own game — a trapjp set for him oust, which had. 
been deitted by my presnta of mind — . another trap set 
afte-rwids, in which my lord hud been suxesiie. Now, 
my lord, roag as he was* was much too goodnaterd to do 
an unkind oekrim, mearly for the sake of doing it* He’d 
got to that pich that he didn’t mind injuries — they 
were all fair play to him ~ he gave ’em, and reseav’d 
them, without a thought of mills. If he wanted to 
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this to be done? By getting the hairiss to himself, to 
he sure. The. Honrabble Mr. B. didn’t say so, but I 
knew his feelinx well enough — - he regretted that 
he had not given the old ' genlmn the money lie 
askt for. • • . 

Boar fello! he thought he had hit it, but he was 
wide of the mark after all. 

"Well, but what was to be done? It was clear that 
he must marry the gal at any rate — coothy coot , as 
the French say; that is, marry her, and hang the 
igspence. 

To do so he must first git out of prisn — to get out 
of prisn he must pay his debts — and to pay his debts, 
he must give every shilling he was worth, Fever mind, 
four thousand pound is a small stake to a reglar gambler, 
igspeeially when he must play it, or rot for life in prisn, 
and when, if he plays it well, it will give him ten 
thousand a-year. 

Bo, seeing there was no help for it, he maid up his 
mind, and accordingly wrote the follying letter to Miss 
Griffin; — 

“My adored Matilda, — Your letter has indeed been . 
a comfort to a poor fellow, who had hoped that this 
night would have been the most blessed in his life, dud 
now finds himself condemned to spend it within a prison 
wall! You know the accursed conspiracy which has 
brought these liabilities upon me, and the foolish friend- 
ship which has cost me so much. But what matters? 
We have, as you say, enough, even though I must pay 
this shameful demand upon me; and five thousand pounds 
are as nothing, compared to the happiness which I lose 
in being separated a night from thee! Courage, how** 


138 THE IdCEMOIES OF MS, CIUBEB8 h TELEOWFIXSIL 


ever! .If 1 make a sacrifice , it is for you; and 1 were 
heartless indeed, if 1 allowed my own losses to balance 
for a moment against your happiness. 

, “Is it not so, beloved one ? h not your happiness 
bound up with mine, m a union wit.li me? I am proud 
to think so ~ proud, too, to offer such a humble proof 
as this of the depth and purity of my affection. 

“Tell mo that you will still be mine; fell me that 
you will be mine to-morrow; and to morrow these; vile 
chains shall be removed, and 1 will be free once more — 
or if bound, only bound to you I My adorable Matilda! 
my betrothed bride! write to me ere the evening doses, 
for I shall never be able to shut my eyes in slumber 
upon my prison couch, until they have been first blest 
by the sight of a few words from thee! Write to me, 
love!' write to me! I languish for the reply which is to 
make or mar me for ever. 

. evd-tm: ^ ; .V. ; ,'A. IV I),’* 

Having polish! off this opiated, master in trustid it to 
me to carry, and bade rue, at the same time to try and 
give it into Miss Griffin's hand alone, i ran with It to 
Lady Grifiinses. I found miss, as I desired, in a sob 
latary condition; and f presented her with master's pa- 
fe wmed Billy. 

She read it, and the iramlvi* of size to which sin* 
gave vint, and the team which sho shed, beggar digwerip- 
iion.' 1 She wop and sighed until I thought she would 
bust. She eiaspt my hand mm in her 's, and said, 11 0 
Charles! m very, very miserable? ,J 

“He is, matam” says I; “very misemblc indeed — 
nobody, upoit my honour, could be miserablerer.” 

' On hearing this pethetie remark, her mind was made 
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up at oust: and sitting down to tier eskrewtaw, she im- 
mediantly ahleaged master with an anser. Here it is in 
black and white. yi v . : 

“My prisoned bird shall pine no more, but fly home 
to its nest in these arms ! Adored Algernon, I will meet 
thee to-morrow, at the same' place, at the same' hour. 
Then, then, it will be impossible for aught hut death to 
divide us. M. G” 

This land, of flumry style comes, you see of reading 
novvles, and cultivating littery purshuits in a small way. 
How much better is it to be pufflckly ignorant of the 
hart of writing, and to trust to the writing of the heart. 
This is my style: artyfiz I despise, and trust compleatly 
to natur: but revnong a no mootong , as our continential 
friends remark, to that nice white sheep, Algernon Percy 
.Deuecace, Exquire; that wen^abble old ram, my Lord 
Crabs, his father; and that tender and dellygit young 
lamb, Miss Matilda Griffin. 

She had just foalded up into its proper triangular 
shape the noat transcribed abuff, and I was jest on the 
point of saying, according to my master’s orders, “Miss, 
if you please, the Honrabble Mr. Deuceace, would be 
very much ahleaged to you to keep the seminary which 
is to take place to morrow a profound se — when my 
master’s father entered, and I fell back to the door. 
Miss, without a word, rusht into his arms, bust into 
teers agin, as was her reglar way (it must be contest 
she was of a very mist constitution), and showing to him 
his son’s note, cried, “Look my dear lord, how nobly 
your Algernon, our Algernon, writes to me. "Who can 
doubt, after this, of the purity of his matchless affection ? 51 
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My lord took the latter , rami it, seamed a good deal 
mnymmi* and returning it to its owner* said, very much 
to my surprise, “My dear Miss Hrirtin, lie certainly does 
seem in earnest; and if* you choose to make this mate'll 
without the consent of your mothor-in-law*, yon know 
the consequence, and are of course your own inintn ss.” 

“Consequences! — for shame, my lord! A little money, 
more or less, what matters it to two hearts like ours? 1 ’ 

“Hearts are very pretty things, my sweet young lady, 
hut thru. 6 per cents* are better.^ 

“K ay, have we not- an ample income* of our own, 
without the aid of Lady Lriftin?” 

My lord shrugged his shoulders. “Be it so* my 
love” says he. “I’m sure 1 ran have no other reason 
to prevent a union which is founded upon such dis- 
interested ■ affection..” 

And hen? the conversation drop! Miss retired, clasp- 
ing her hands, and making play with the whites of* her 
i*s. My lord began trotting up and down the room, 
■with his fat hands stuck in his britchi» poekits, Ids 
countniace lighted up with igstroam joy, and singing, to 
uiy inordnit igstonislmienl : 

H Set? the 1 eoiiqifcring lier^ comost." C'C 

■ , *riuay '.aidd5r <ioll — tiddyilall, A 

Me began singing this song, and tearing up and down 
the room, like mad. I stood mm%A — u new light broke 
in opoh me* He wasn't going, then, to make love to 
Mias CMjBml Master might marry her! Had shu not got 
the for ? 

1 say, I was.jmt standing stock still, my eyes fixt, 
my hands puppmdicklar, my nionf wide open and these 
igsterdlnary thoughts pawing in my 'mind, when my 
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lord having got to the last a dolF of Ms song, just as I 
came to the silliMe “for” of my ventriloquism,' or inward 
speech — we had eatch jest reached the pint described, 
wham the meditations of both were sudnly stopt, by my 
lord, in the midst of his singin and trottin match, coming 
holt up aginst poar me, sending me up aginst one end 
of the room, himself flying back to the other: and it 
was only after eonsidrabble agitation that we were at 
length restored to anything like a liquilibrium, 

“'What, you here, you infernal rascal?” says my lord. 
“Tour lordships very kind to notus me,” says I; “I 
nm here;” and I gave him a look. 

He saw I knew the whole game. 

And after winding a bit, as was his habit when 
puzzled (I Heave he J d have only whisled if lie had been 
told lie was to lie hanged in fire inimiifs), after wMsling 
a bit, he stops sudnly, and coming up to me, says: 

“Hcarkye, Charles, this marriage must take place to- 
morrow.” ' >.Vv A'; : - V ■■ 'A./v.: v ■ ; : ; > 

“Must it, sir,” says I; “'now, for my part, I don’t 
think. — ” v: ;: dyp-.'vvl 1 ThT 

“Stop, my good fellow; if it does not take place, 
what do you gain?” ( ( 

This stagger’d me. If It didn’t take place, I only 
lost a situation, for master had but just enough money 
to pay his detts; and it wooden soot my book to serve 
him in prisn or starving. 

“Well ” says my lord, “you see the force of my 
argument. Now, look here,” and he lugs out a crisp, 
fluttering, snowy hiwdbed pun note! “if my son and 
Miss Griffin are married to-morrow, you shall have this; 
and I will, moreover, take you into my service, and give 
you double your present wages.” 
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Flesh and blood cooden bear it “My lord,” says I, 
laying my hand upon my biLsm , “only give me security, 

and I *m yours for ever/’ 

The old noblcmin grind, and pallid me on the shoulder* 
“Bight, my lad,” says he, “right — you Ye a nice pro- 
mising youth. Here is the best security;’ and lie pulls 
out bis pockit-hook, returns the hundred pun bill, and 
takes out one for fifty — “here is half to-day; to-morrow 
you shall have: the remainder/’ 

My fingers trembled a little as I took the pretty 
fluttering, bit' of paper, about five times as log as any 
mm of money I had ever had in my life. I east my i 
upon the amount: it was a fifty sure enough — a bank 
pose-bill, made payable to Lfvtwra Emilia Griffin* and 
indorsed by her. The cat was out of the bag. Now, 
gentle reader, I spoae you begin to see the game. 
“BecoIIect from this day, you are in my sendee/’ 
“My lord, you overpoar me with your favioura/’ 

“Go to the devil, sir,” says he, “do your duty, and 
hold your tongue/’ 

And thus I went from the service of the I f on o rabble 
Algernon Dcucence to that of his exlnsv the Bight 
Honorabble Earl -of. "Grabs; 


On going back to prim, 1 found Deueeace looked up 
in that onjus place to which his igslravygansies had do- 
itffMly led him, and felt for him, I must say, a great 
deal of contemp. A raskle such as he — a swindler, 
who bad robbed poar Dawkins of the means of igsistaace, 
who had cheated his fellow roag, Mr. Bichard Blewitt, 
md who was making a musnary marridge with a dis- 
gusting creacher like Mias Griffin, <lidu merit my corn- 
pashn on my purt; and I determined quite to keep secret 
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the suckmstansies of my print intervew with his exlnsy 
my presnt master. , ■■■/"■: GG-G 

I gev him Miss Griffinses trianglar, which he read 
with a satisfied air. Then, turning to me, says he: 
“Yon gave this to Miss Griffin alone?” 

Yes, sir” 

“You gave her my message?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And you are quite sure Lord Crabs was not there 
when you gave either the message or the note?” 

“ Hot there upon my honour,” says I. 

“Hang your honour, sir! Brush my hat and coat, 
and go mil a, coach , do you hear?” 

****** 

I did as I was ordered; and on coming back found 
master in what’s called, I think, the greffe of the prism 
The officer in waiting had out a great register, and was 
talking to master in the Trench tongue, in coarse; a 
number of poar prisners "were looking eagerly on. 

“Let us see, my lor,” says be; “tbe debt is 98,700 
francs; there are capture expenses, interest so much; 
and the whole sum amounts to a hundred thousand 
francs, moins 13.” 

Deueeaee, in a very myjestic way, takes out of his 
pocket-book four thowsnd pun notes. “ This is not French 
money, but I presume that you know it, MG Greffier” 

says he. 

The greffier turned round to old Solomon, a money- 
changer, who had one or two clients in the prisn, and 
hapnd luckily to be there. “Les billets sont bons,” says 
he, “je les prendrai pour cent mill© douze cent francs, et 
fesp^re, my lor, de vous revoir.” 

“Good,” says the greffier; “I know them to be good 
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and, I will give my lor the difference, and make out hi* 
release.” 

Which was done. The poar debtors gave a feeble 
cheer, as the great dubbin iron gates swung open, and 
clang to again, and Beuceace slept out, and me after him 

to breathe the fresh hair. 

He had been in the place bat six hours, and was 
now free again — free, and to he married to ten thou- 
Kind a-yoar nex day. But, tor all that, ho lookfc very 
faint and pale. He had put down Ms great stake; and 
when he came out of Salute Pelagic, he had but fifty 
pounds left in the world? 

Haver mind — when oust the money’s down, make 
your mind easy ; and so Deuecaec did. He drove back 
to the Hotel Minibcw, where lie ordered apartmincc in- 
iinataly more splendid than befor; and I pretty soon told 
Toinette, and the rest of the au wants, how nobly he 
behayved, and how he valyoud four thousnd pound no 
more than ditch water. And such was the (xmsquiiioics 
of my praises, and. the poplarity I got for ns hoatb, that 
the delighted landlady immediantly charged him dubble 
what she would have done, if it hadn been lor my 
stouries. 

He ordered splendid apartmince, then, for the nex 
week, a carridge and. four for .Fontainebleau to-morrow 
at 12 precisely; an.fi having settled all these things, 
went quietly to the Boshy do Oanoale , where he dhifxl, 
aai g|i, he tpigh4 tor it was now eight o’clock. 1 didn’t 
spare the ihompmig neither that night,. I can ^ toil you: 
for when 1. earned the note he gave me for 'Miss 0 tiffin 
in the evening, 'Mibrmmg her of his freedom, that young 
My remarked my hagitaied manner of walking and 
sneaking, and said* M Honest Charles.! he is fiusht with 
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flte. events of the day. Here, Charles, is a napoleon- 
take it and drink to your mis tress.” 

1 poekitid it, but I must say, I didn’t like the money 
— it went against my stomick to take it. 

CHAPTER IX. 

THE MARRIAGE. 

Well, the nex day came, at 12 the carridge and 
four was waiting at the ambasdor’s doar; and Miss 
Griffin and the faithfle Ificksy were punctial to the 
apintment. 

I don't wish to digscribe the marridge seminary — - 
how the embasy chapling jined the hands of this loving 
young couple — how one of the embasy footmin was 
called in to witness the marridge — how miss wep and 
fainted, as nsial — and how Benceace carried her, faint- 
ing, to the brisky, and drove 0 $ to Eontmgblo, where 
they were to pass the fust weak of the honey-moon. 
They took no servnts, because they wisht, they said, to 
be pmit. And so, when I had shut up the steps, and 
bid the postilion drive on, I bid ajew to the Honrabble 
Algernon, and went off strait to his extent father. 

“Is it all over, Chavis ?* said he. 

“I saw them, turned off at igsackly a quarter past 12, 
my lord,” says I. .. i ; ; : -C. ^ ; ' 

“Bid you give Miss Griffin the paper, as I told you, 
before her marriage?” 

*‘T did, my lord, in the presents of Mr. Brown, 
Lord Bobtail’s man, who can swear to her having 
had it.” - . i 

I must tell you that my lord had made me read a 
paper which Lady Griffin had written, and which I was 
\;'':Jkackera\f^Mfcdlame$*JY. IQ.' 
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comishiid, id give in the manner imtmhnA aim if. It mil 
to tMs effect:'' — ■ 

“According to the authority given me by t;he will of 
ray late dear husband, 1 forbid the marriage of Miss 
Oliffin with the Honourable .Algernon Percy Ikweourt*, 
■If. Griffin persists in the union, l warn lor that slit* 
must abide ..by the--eoniiij^uenec*» of her act* 

/ : . : /L d.L ; : .. rah { «.\‘wua Ky.:». .% ‘Inin in" 

If ?i» hf v..i * , M $, , '.?>/' 

When 1 gu\\ t hi?- V ML- si a the eort- 

yard, a minnit Wore my master's anivio, she only read 
it contempt iously, and said, “I laugh at the threats uf 
Lady Gridin j n and she tear the paper in two, and walked 
on, leaning on the am of tin* faithful and ohlcaging Miss 
Kiekiey, 

I picked up the paper for fear of oxdents, and brot 

it to my lord. Not that there was any neoessuty , for 
he’d kep a copy, and made me and another wit mas (my 
Lady .Griffin's solissator) read them both, before he sent 
either away.- ' ; 

“Good!” says he; and he pn> juiced, from Ids potfolio 
the fello of that bomdius iiOy-pim irate, which he M 
given me ye, -it nh \ , “I L « ;» u\\ promhra. yon see 
LlmrksA says he. " Vuu art now in Lath < hbfii/s ser- 
vice, In the place of Mr. Fitzelarenee , who retires. Oo 
to Frojfh, and g* t i livery/ 1 

k * But, my infil /* m\s 1 , “ 1 ma to a- into Lady 
CMfiates mnirn, according to the bargain, but into -• w 

“It % all the same thing/ says he; and ho walked off. 
1 went to Mr, iiyjes, and ordered a mm livry; mid 
founds lOrwise, that our coaehmm, and Munseer Mortimer 
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liad been there too. My lady’s livery was changed, and 
%*“ now o± the same color as my old coat at Mr 
.Deuceace’s; and I’m blest if- there wasn’t a tre’menjious 

rimnint ll wrT° nit butins ’ kstid of tlle Griffin 

raxnpmt, winch was worn befoar. 

T .9 uestioll£ U however, but had myself 
I ,h : f r f ; md , Ble P J hat right at the Plas Vandome. 
I didnt go out with the carridge for a day or two, 
thou D h; my lady only taking one footmin, she said, until 
ha- new carridge was turned out. 

I think you^ean guess what’s in the wind now! 

1 hot myself a dressing case, a box of Ody colong a 
few duzea lawn sherte and neckcloths, and other tim w. 
which were necessary for a genlmn in my rank. Silk 
stockings was provided by the rules of the house. And 
l completed the bisniss by writing the foUying ginteel 
letter to my late master: — 

“CHARLES YELLOWPLUSH, ESQUIRE, TO THE 
honourable a. p. deuceace. 

Sur, Suckmstansies have acurd sins I last had 
the homier of watmg on you, which render it impossbil 
tnat 1 should remane any longer in your suvvice. I’ll 
thau.k you to leave out my thinx, wheu they come home 
on Sattady from the wash. 

“Your obeajnt servnt, 

, “Chabees Yeilowplush.” 

; * Plan Vendome,” 

The athography of the abuv noat, I confess, is 
atrocious; but, he voolyvoo f I was only eighteen, and 
hadn then the expearanee in writing which IVe eniide 

Sins. .b'" '.‘bo 'bub ' 
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Ha ring tl ms done my jewty in evry way, I shall 
proaead, in the mx chapter, to Bay wlmt htipnd in my 

new place. 


fljnri of Crabs 
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on behalf of H. M. the King of France, honoo 
i'fhtge. ceremony. Lord, anti Lady Crabbs intend' 


uiiiy, oi winch 1 have also givn a copy, greated Mr. and 
Mrs. Beuceaee on their arrivle from Lontingbio. Not 
being presnt, I can’t say what Beuceaee said, hut I can 
iunc} how he lookt , and how poor Mrs. Beuceaee look’t. 
They weren’t much inclined to rest after the fiteeg of 
the junny, lor, in l an hour after their arrival at Paris, 
were put to the canidge agen, and down they 
sountry-house, at St. Cloud (pro- 


the bosses were put to the canidge agen, and down they 
came thundering to our country-house, at St. Cloud (pro- 
nouns! by those absud Prenchmin Sing Kloo), to inter- 
rup our chaste loves, and delishs marridge injyments. 

My lord was sittn in a crimson satan dress, lolling 
on a sofa at an open windy, smoaking seagars, as ushle; 
her ladyship, who, to du Mm justice, didn mind the 
smell, occupied another end of the room, and was work- 
ing, in wusted, a pare of slippers, or an umbrellore case, 
or a coal skittle, or some such nonsuits. Yon would have 
thought to have scan ’em that they had been married a 
sentry, at least. Well, I bust in upon this conjugal 
tatortatoi\ and said, very much alarmed, “My lord, here ’s 
your son and daughter-in-law.” 

“Well,” says my lord, quite calm, “and what then?” 

“Mr. Beuceaee!” says my lady, starting up, and 
looking fritened. 

“Yes, my love, my son; but you need not be alarmed. 
Pray, Charles, say that Lady Crabs and I will be very 
happy to see Mr. and Mrs, Beuceaee; and that they must 
excuse us receiving them en famille . Sit still, my Mess- 
ing — take tilings coolly. Have you got the box with 
the papers?” 
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My lady pointed to a great green box — the same. 
{mm which she 1 uid taken the papers, when Ikon care 
fust saw them* — and handed over to my lord a fine 
gold key. 1 went out, met Ikuseeaee and his wife on 
the stepps, gave my messingc , and bowed them pie 

My lord didn't rise* lint smoaked away as usual 

(praps a little *pii"ker, Ini I < Vi -*y : ny tody sate 
upright, looking hoiuiauin and strong. Itouceace walked 
in* his left arm tied to his ImuM, his wife and hat on 
the other. He looked very pale arid frightened; his wife, 
pear thing! had her head berried in her handkerchief, 
and sobd lit to break her heart. 

Miss Kicksy, who was in the room (but 1 dirint 
mention her, she was less than nothink in our house)* 
went up to Mrs. Deuccace at oust , and held out her 
arms — she had a heart, that old Kicksuy, andl respect 
her for it The poor hunchback flung herself into miss's 
arms, with a kind of whooping screech, and kup there 
for some time, sobbing in quite a historical maimer* 
1 saw there was going to be a semi, and so, in com, left 
the door ajar. 

‘‘Welcome to Aunt Cloud, Algv, my IxiyF says my 
lord, in a loud, hearty voire. “You thought you would 
give us the slip, eh, you rogue? But we knew it, my 
dear follow; we knew the whole affair — did wo not, 
my soul? And, yon sue, kept our secret better limn yon 
did yonta. M . 

“ I must confess f tor/* mjB Duuoeaoe, 1 wiring, ‘‘that 
1 had no idea of the happiness which awaited me, in 
the shape of a xnotherdntouwto 

w Mo, you dog; no, mo/* says my lord* giggling; ‘‘old 
birds, you know, not to be caught with chaff, like young 
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ones. But, here we are, all spliced and happy, at last. 
Bit down, Algernon; let us smoke a segar, and talk over 
the perils and adventures of the List month. My love ” 
says my lord, turning to his lady, “you have no malice 
against poor Algernon, I trust? Pray shake his hand.” 
(A grin.) i vv-- : . -,).v A- ; ■ ' 

But my lady rose, and said, “I have told Mr. Deuceace, 
that I never wished to see him, or speak to him, more. 
I see ho reason, now, to change, my opinion” And, 
herewith, she sailed out of the room, by the door through 
which Kieksey had carried poor Mrs. Deuceace. 

“ Well, well,” says my lord, as Lady Crabs swept by, 
“I was in hopes she had forgiven you; but I know the 
whole story, and I must confess, you used her cruelly ill. 
Two strings to your bowl — that was your game, was 
it, you rogue?” 

“Do you mean, my lord, that you know all that past 
between me and Lady Grif — Lady Crabs, before our 
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my surprise that, when you might have had either of 
these women, you should have preferred that hideous 
wife of yours ” 

“May 1 ask you, in turn, how you came to be so 
little squeamish about a wife, as to choose a woman w T ho 
had just been making love to vour own son?” says 
Deuceace, growing fierce* 

“How can you ask such a question? I owe forty 
thousand pounds — there is an execution at Size's Hail — 
every acre I have is in the hands gf my creditors; and 
that J s why I married her. Do you think there was any 
love? Lady Crabs is a devlish fine woman, but she’s 
not a fool — she married me for ray coronet , and l 
married her for her money.” 

“Well, my lord, you need not ask me, I think, why 
I married the daughter-in-law.” 

“Yes, hut I do, my dear boy. How the deuce are 
you to live? Dawkins’s five thousand pounds won’t last 
for ever; and afterwards?” 

“You don’t mean, my lord, — - you don’t — 1 mean, 
you can’t — D — !” says he, starting up, and losing all 
patience, “you don’t dare to say that Miss Oriilin had 
not a fortune of ten thousand a-year?” 

My lord was rolling up, and wetting betwigst his 
lips, another segar; he look! up, after he had lighted it, 
and said, quietly, 

“Certainly, Miss Griffin had a fortune of ten thousand 
a-year.” 

“Well, sir, and has she not got it now? Has dm 
spent it in a week?” 

“She has not got a sixpence now: she married without 

her •mother's consent ! n 

Deuceace sunk down in a chair; and .[ never see 
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sueh a dreadful picture of despair as there was in the 
face of that retchid man! * — he writhed, and nasht his 
teeth, he tore open his coat, and wriggled madly the 
stump of his left hand, until, fairly beat, he threw it 
over his livid pale face, and, sinking backwards, fairly 
weptalowd., . J 

Bah! it’s a dreddfle tiling to hear a man crying! his 
pashn tom up from the very roots of his heart, as it 
must be before it can git such a vent. My lord, mean- 
mile, rolled his segar, lighted it, and went on. 

“My dear hoy, the girl has not a shining. I wished 
to have left you alone in peace, with your four thousand 
pounds; you might have lived decently upon it in Ger- 
many, where money is at 5 per cent., where your duns 
would not find you, and a couple of hundred a year would 
have kept you and your wife in comfort. But, you see, 
Lady Crabs would not listen to it. You bad injured ber, 
and, after she had tried to kill you, and failed, she de- 
termined to ^ruin you, and succeeded. I must own to 
you that I directed the arresting business, and put her 
up to bujing your protested bills; she got them for a 
tiifie, and as you have paid them, has made a good two 
thousand pounds by her bargain. It was a p ainf ul thing 
to be sure, for a father to get his son arrested; but que 
voulcz-vousl I did not appear in the transaction; she 
would have you ruined; and it was absolutely necessary 
that you . should many before I could, so I pleaded your 
cause with Miss Griffin, and made you the happy man 
you are. You rogue, you rogue! you thought to match 
your old father, did you? But, never mind; lunch will 
be ready soon. In the meantime, have a segar, and 
drink a glass of Bauteme.” 
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Deuceace, who had been listening to mis speech, 

sprung up wildly. 

“Ill not believe it,” he said; “it’s a lie, an infernal 
lie! forged by you, you hoary villain, and by the mur- 
deress and strumpet you have married. Ill not believe 
it; show me the will. Matilda! Matilda!” shouted he, 
screaming hoarsely, and flinging open the door by which 
she had gone out. 

“Keep your temper, ray boy. You are vexed, and I 
feel for you: but don’t use such bad language: It is quite 
needless, believe me.” 

“Matilda!” shouted out Deuceace again; and the poor 
crooked tiling came trembling in , followed by Miss 
Kieksey. 

“Is. this true, woman?” says he; clutching hold of her 
hand. 

“"What, dear Algernon?” says she. 

“What?” screams out Deuceace, — “what? Why 
that you are a beggar, for marrying without your mother's 
consent — that you basely lied to me, in order to bring 
about this match — that you are a swindler, in con- 
spiracy with that old fiend yonder, and the she-devil, 
his wife?” 

“It is true,” sobbed the poor woman, “that i have 
nothing, but — ” 

“Ko thing hut what? Why don’t you speak, you driv- 
elling fool?” 

“I have nothing! — but you, dearest, have two 
thousand a-year. „ Is that not enough for us? You love 
me for myself, don’t you, Algernon? You have told me 
so a thousand times — say so again, dear husband; and 
do not, do not he so unkind.” And here she sank on 



“Two thousand a-year, sir; lie has told us so a thousand 
times.” 

“ Two thousand! Two thou — ho, ho, ho! — haw 
flaw! haw!” roars my lord. “That is, I vow, the 
thing I ever heard in my life. My dear creature, he 
not a shilling — not a single maravedi, by all the 
and goddesses,” And this exlnt noblemin began 
louder than ever; a very kind and feeling genlmn 
was, as all must confess. 

There was a paws: and Mrs. Deueeaee didn 
cussing and swearing at her husband as he had done 
her: she only said, “O Algernon! is this true?” and got 
up, and went to a chair and wep in quiet. 

My lord opened the great box. “If you or your 
lawyers would like to examine Sir George’s will, it 
quite at your service; you will see here the proviso 
which I mentioned, that gives the entire fortune to Lady 
Gr iffin — Lady Crabs that is; and here, my dear hoy, 
you see the danger of hasty conclusions. Her ladyship 
only showed you the first page of the will , of course, she 
wanted to try you. You thought you made a. great stroke 
in. at once proposing to Miss Griffin — do not mind it, 
my love, he really loves you now very sincerely! — when, 
in fact, you would have done much better to have read 
the rest of the will. You were completely bitten, my 
hoy — humbugged, bamboozled — ay, and by your 
father, you dog. I told you I would, you know, 
you refused to lend me a portion of your Dawkins money, 
I told you I would; and 1 did, I had you the very next 
day. Let this be a lesson to 
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against such, old hands; look deuced 
; andi alteram partem , my lad, which 
means, read both sides of the will. X think lunch is 
; but I see you don’t smoke. Shall we go in?” 
“Stop, my lord,” says Mr. Deuceace, very humble; 
shall not share your hospitality — but — but you 
know my condition; X am penniless — you know the 
manner in which my wife has been brought up — 

“The Honourable Mrs. Deuceace, sir, shall always 
find a home here, as if nothing had occurred to interrupt 
the friendship between her dear mother and herself.” 
“And for me, sir,” says Deuceace, speaking faint, 
very slow, “I hope — I trust — I think, my lord, 
you will not forget me?” 

“Forget you, sir; certainly not.” 

“And that you will make some provision?” 

“Algernon Deuceace,” says my lord, getting up from 
sophy, and looking at him with sick a jolly malig- 
, as / never see, “I declare, before Heaven, that I 
not give you a penny!” 

Hereupon my lord held out his hand to Mrs. Deuce- 
ace, and said, “My dear will you join your mother 
and me? We shall always, as I said, have a home for 


lord,” said the poar thing, dropping a curtsy, 
home is with him!” 


season was bo- 
as on the ground, 
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a head, and us as happy as possbill, admiring the plea- 
sant woods, and the goldn sunset. 

My lord was expayshating to my lady upon the ex- 
qumt beauty of the seam, and pouring forth a host of 
! butifie and Yirtuous sentament sootable to the hour. It 

was dalitefle to hear him. “Ah! M said he, “ black must 
| he the heart, my love, which does not feel the influence 

| of a scene like this; gathering as it were, from those 

sunlit skies, a portion of their celestial gold, and gaining 
fc „ somewhat of heaven with each pure draught of this de- 

f lieious airP 

; Lady Grabs did not speak, but prest bis arm and 

j looked upwards. Mortimer and I, too, felt some of the 

I infliwents of the sean, and lent on our goold sticks in 

j silence. The carriage drew up close to us, and my lord 

and my lady sauntered slowly tords it. 

Jest at the place was a bench, and on the bench sate 
a poorly drest woman, and by her, leaning against a 
■ a toe, was a man whom I thought I’d sean befor. He 
was drest in a shabby blew coat, with white seems and 
copper buttons; a torn hat was on Ms head, and great 
quantaties of matted hair and whiskers disfiggared Ms 
countnints. He was not shaved, and as pale as stone. 

My lord and lady didn tak the slightest notice of him, 
! but past on to the carridge. Me and Mortimer lickwise 

. took our places. As we past, the man had got a grip 

I of the woman’s shoulder, who was holding down her 

head sobbing bitterly. 

I Ho sooner were my lord and lady seated, than they 

both, with igstream dellixy and good natur, bust into a 
ror of lafter, peal upon peal, whooping and screaching, 
enough to frighten the evening silents. 

Deuceace turned round, I see Ms face now — the 

J 
1 
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face of a dewle of hell! Fust, he lookt towarc 
carridge, and pinted to it with lus maimed arm; ti 
raised the other, and struck the woman by his side 
fen, 'Screaming. 


end of my eorrispondince. I wish the public was as 
spry to part with me as I am with the public; beeaws 
I tansy reely that we ’ve become trends, and foul tor 
my part a becoming great at saying ajew. 

It’s imposhill for me to continyow, however, a 
writin, as .1 have done — violetting the rules of auto- 
graphy, and trampling upon the fust princepills of Eng- 
lish grammar. When I. began, I knew no better: when 
I J (i carrid on these papers a little further , and ^ grew ae- 
custmd to writin, I began to smel out soniethink quear 
in my style. Within the last sex weeks J have been 
learning to spell: and when all the world was ...rejoicing 
at the festiwaties of our youthful quean — when all i*B 


knowq is a 
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“Doctok Athanasius Lakbneb!” says (hreville Fitz- 
Roy, our secknd footman, on the fust landmg-p ac£ . 

“loftor Sflnattns fotjola!” says the groom of the 
chambers, who pretends to he a schoUar; and “ 
little genlmn went. When safely housed, the other chap 
eatne; and when 1 asked him his name, said, m a ac v, 
gobbling kind of voice: _ n 

a Sawedwadgeorgeearllittnbnhvig. 

“Sir what?” says I, quite agast at the name. 

— no. I mean MisPmecl wad Jytfru 
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meating pretty late, and our poar butler was quite tired 
with the perpechual baskits of clarrit -which he’d been 
called upon to bring up. So that about 11 o’clock, if I 
-were to say they were merry, I should use a mild term ; 
if I wer to say they were intawsicated, I should use an 
igspresshn more near to the truth, but less rispeckful in 
one of my situashn. • _ . . 

The cumpany reseaved this annountsmint with mute 
extonishment. 

“Pray, Doctor Larnder,” says a spiteful genlmn, will- 
ing to keep up the littery conversation, “what is the 

Cabinet Cyclopaedia?” • 

“It’s the littherary wontherr of the wurrld, says 
he; “and sure your lordship must have seen it; the lat- 
ther numbers ispicially — - cheap as durrt,^ bound in 
gleezed calico, six shillings a vollum. The illusthrious 
neems of lYalther Scott, Thomas Moore, Doether Southey, 
Sir James Mackintosh, Doether Donovan, and meself, are 
to be found in the list of eonthributors. It’s the Phay- 
nix of Cyclopajies — a litherary Bacon.’ . 

“A. what?” says the genlmn nex to him. 

“A. Bacon, shining in the darkness of our age; fud 
wid the pure end lambent flame of .science, burning 
with the gorrgeous scintillations of divine litherature — 
a monumintum, in fact, are permnius, bound m pmk ca- 
lico, six shillings a vollum.” . , 

“ This wigmawole,” said Air. Bnlwig (who seemed 
rather disgusted that Ms friend should take up so much 
of the convassation), “this wigmawole is all vewy well; 
hut it’s euwious that you don’t wemember, m ehawacte- 
wishig the litewawy mewits of the vawious magazines, 
cwonicles, weviews, and encyclopedias, the existence of 
a ewitieal weview and litewawy chwomcle, which, 

Thackeray, iV.vdlanies. IV. tl 




' m m * * - 


I6'2 THE SCEMOlM Of to. CHABUBB J. f ELLOWPLTTSfl. 

though the sera of its appearance is dated only at. a 
very few months previous to the present period is, 
nevertheless, so remarkable for its intrinsic merits as 
to be read, not in the metropolis alone, but m the 
country — not in France merely, but in the rest ol 
Europe — rhewever our pure 'Wenglisli is spoken,, it 
stretches its peaceful sceptre — perused in America, 
from A or York to Niagara — reprinted m Canada, 
from Montreal to Toronto — and, as I am gratifaed to 
hoar from my trend the governor of Cape Coast Cast e, 
regularly received in Africa, and translated into t w 
Maudingo language by the missionaries and the bush- 
rangers. I need not say, gentlemen — sir — that is, 
Mr. Speaker - — I mean, Sir John - — that 1 allude to 
4 1,-1 Tiw™ fibwoniele. of which I have the honour 


s none, 
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“0 thin, it’s Co’burn, sure; and that divide Thayo 
dor ~ a pretty paper, sir, but light — thrashy, milk- 
and-wthery not stlrrong, like the Litherary Chian 
— good luck to it.” 

“Why, Doctor Lander, I was going to tell at once 
the name of the periodical, — it is Fraser’s Masa- 

ZXNE.” ; , : ' .. Fy; : /■; 

“Lkesee!” says the Doctor. “0 thunder and turf!” 

“Fwaser!” says Bullwig. “0 — ah — hum — 
haw yes — no — why, — that is weally — no, 
weally , upon my weputation, I never before heard the 
name of the pewiodical. By the by, Sir John, what 
remarkable good elawet this is; is it Lawose or 
Lai? — r M ■ 

Lai?, indeed! he cooden git beyond laff; and I’m 
blest if I could kip it neither, — for hearing him pre- 
tend ignumts, and being behind tlie skreend, settlin 
sumtliink for the genlmn, I bust into such a raw of lafl- 
ing as never was igseeded. 

“Hullo!” says Bull wig turning red.* “Have I said 
anything irapwobable, aw widiculous? for, weally, I never 
befaw wecollect to have heard in society such a twe- 
mondous peal of cachinnation, — that which the twagic 
bard who fought at Mawathon has called an aneimthmon 
gelasmaP 

“Why, bo the holy piper,” says Larder, “I think 
you are dthrawing a little on your imagination. Hot; 
read Fraser 1 Don't believe him, my lord duke; he reads 
every word of it, the rogue! The boys about that mac 
gaziue baste him as if he was a sack of oatmale. My 
reason for crying out, Sir Jan, was because you min- 
tioned Fraser at all. Bullwig has every syllable of it 
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be heart — from the paillitix down to the ‘Yellowplush 
Correspondence / 55 

“Ha, ha l” says Baling, affecting to laff (you may be 
sure my years prickt up when I heard the name of the 
4 Yellowplush Correspondence 5 ). “Ha, ha! why, to tell 
twuth, I have wead the cowespondence to which you al- 
lude; it's a gweat favowite at court. I was talking with 
Spwing Wice and John Wussell about it the other 
day.” ^ 

“Well, and what do you think of it?” says Sir John, 
looking mity waggish, — for he knew it was me who 
roat it. . . ; 

“ Why, weally and twuly, there *s eonsidewable clever- 
ness about the cweature; but it’s low, disgustingly low: 
it violates pwobability, and the orthogwaphy is so care- 
fully inaceuwate, that it requires a positive study to 
compwehend it.” 

“Yes, faith,” says Lamer, the “arthagraphy is de- 
testable; it’s as bad for a man to write bad spillin as it 
is for ’em to speak wid a brrougo. Iducation furst, and 
ganius afterwards. Your health, my lord, and good 
luck to you.” 

“Yaw wemark,” says Bulhvig, “is vewy appwopwiate. 
You will wecollect, Sir John, in Hewodotus (as for you, 
doctor, you know more about I wish than about Gweek), 
-— you will wecollect, without doubt, a stowy nawwated 
by that cwedulous though fascinating chwonieler, of a 
certain kind of sheep which is known only in a certain 
distwict of Awabia, and of which the tail is so enormous, 
that it either dwaggles on the gwoirnd, or is bound up 
by the shepherds of the country into a small wheelbaw- 
wow, or cart, which makes the chwonieler sneewingiy 
wemark, that thus 4 the sheep of Awabia have their own 
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iajared by the works upon the way: with the wheel- 
bawwow it is strengthened, increased, and supported 
— a pwide to the owner, a blessing to mankind.” 

U 'A very appropriate simile,” says Sir John; 'hand 1 
am afraid that the genius of our friend Yellowplush has 
need of some such support/’ 

"Apropos” said Bull, wig; "who is Y ellowplush ?• I was 
given to understand that the name was only a fictitious 
one, and that the papers were written by the author of 
the Diary of a Physician; if so, the man has wonder- 
fully improved in style, and there is some hope of 
him/’ 

“'..Bah!” says the Duke of Doublejowl; "every body 
know’s it ’s Barnard, the celebrated author of ‘ Bain 
Slick/" p hh 

"Pardon, my dear duke,” says Lord Bag wig; "it’s 
the authoress of High Life , Almacks , and other fashion- 
able novels.” :■ “ JP^PpP Apw/Yppw w w- 

"Piddlestiek’s end!” says Doctor Lamer; "don’t be 
blushing, and pretinding to ask questions: don’t we know 
you, Bullwig! It’s you yourself, you thief of the world; 
we smoked you from the very beginning.” 

Bullwig was about indignantly to reply, when Sir 
John interrupted them, *and said, — "I must correct 
you all, gentlemen; - Mr. Y r ellowplush is no other than. 
Mr. Yellowplush: he gave you, my dear Bullwig, your 
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last glass of champagne at dinner , and is now an 
inmate of my house , and an ornament of my kitchen !” 

'"Gad!” soys Doublejowl , “kt/s have him up.” 

“Hear, hear!” says Bagwig. 

“Ah, now,” says Lamer, “your grace, is not going, 
to call up and talk to a footman, sure: Is it gintaler 

“To say the least of it,” says Bullwig, “the pwm> 
tice is iwwegular, and indeeowous ; and I weally don’t 
see how the interview can he in any way pwolit- 
able.” 

But the Tices of the company went against the two 
littery men, and every body exoep them was for having 
up poor me. The bell was wrung; butler came, “Send 
up Charles.,” says master; and Charles, who was stand- 
ing behind the skreand, was persnly abliged to 
come in. 

“Charles,” says master, “I have been telling these 
gentlemen who is the anther of the ‘Yellowplush Corre- 
spondence' in Frames Magazine.” 

“It's the best magazine in Europe ” says the duke. 

“An d no mistake,” pays my lord. 

“Hwat!” says Lamer; “and where's the Litherarv 
Chran?” 

I said myself nothink , but made a bough, and blush t 
like pickle cahbitch. 

“Mr. Yellowplush,” says his grace, “will you, in the 
first place, drink a glass of wine?” 

I houghed again. 

“And what wine do you prefer, sir: humble port or 
imperial burgundy?” 

“Why, yotir grace,” says. I, “I know my place, and 
aint above kitchin wines. I will take a glass of port, 
and drink it to the health of this honrabble corapnv,” 
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from a sincere desire to do good, and promote nollitoli: 
and I appeal to your honour, — I lay niy hand on my 
busm, and in the faseofthis noble company beg you to say, 
When you rung your bell, who came to you fust: “When 
you stopt out at Brooke’s till morning, who sate up for you ?■ . 
When you was ill, who forgot the natral dignities oi his 
station, and answered the two-pair hell? 0 sir,” says 
X, “I know what’s what; don’t send me away. I know 
them littery chaps, and, behave me, I’d rather he a 
footman. The work’s not so hard — - the pay is better: 
the vittels incompyrably supearor. I have but to clean 
nay things, and run my errints, and you put clothes on 
my back, and meat in my mouth; Sir! Mr. BiiThvigl.ant 
I right? shall I quit my station and sink — that is to 
say, rise — to yours.” 

Bullwig was violently affected; a tear stood m Ins 
glistening i “Yellowpiush,” says he, seizing my hand, 
;<< ypu arc right. Quit not your present occupation; black 
boots, clean knives, wear plush, all your life, but don't 
turn literary man. Book at me. I am the first novelist- 
in Europe. I have ranged with eagle wing over the 
wide regions of literature, and perched on every emi- 
nence in its turn. . I have gazed with eagle eyes on the 
sun of philosophy, and fathomed the mysterious depths 
of the human mind. All languages are familiar to me, 
all thoughts are known to me, all men understood by 
me. I have gathered wisdom from the honeyed lips of 
Plato, as we wandered in the gardens of Acadames — 
wisdom, too, from the mouth of Job Johnson, as we 
smoked our ’backy in Seven Dials. Such must be the 
studies, and such is the mission, in this world, of the 
Poet-Philosopher. But the knowledge is only emptiness; 
the initiation is but misery; the initiated, a man slimmed 
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and bann’d by Ms fellows. 0,” said Bullwig, clasping 
Ins bands, and throwing bis fine i’s up to tbe chandelier, 
“the curse of Pwometheus descends upon bis wace. 
Wath and punishment pursue them from genewation to 
genewation! Wo to genius, the heaven-scaler, the fire- 
stealer! Wo and thrice bitter desolation! Earth is the 
woek on which Zeus, wemorseless, stwetches his withing 
victim — men, the vultures that feed and fatten on 
him. Ai, Ai! it is agony eternal — gwoaning and so- 
litawy despair! And you, Yellowplush, would penetwate 
these mystewies: you would waise the awful veil., and 
stand in the twemendous Pwesenee. Beware; as you 
value your peace, beware! Withdwaw, wash .Neophyte! 
For Heaven’s sake — 0, for Heaven’s sake! — ” here 
he looked round with agony — “give me a glass of 
hwandy and water, for this clawet is beginning to dis- 
agwee with me.” / 

Bullwig having concluded tMs spitch, very much to 
his own sattasfackshn, looking round to the compny for 
aplaws, and then swigged off the glass of brandy and 
water, giving a solium sigh as he took the last gulph; 
and then Doctor Ignatius, who longed for a chans, and, 
in order to show his independence, began flatty contra- 
dicting his friend, and addressed me, and the rest of the 
genlnm present, in the following manner: — 

“Hark ye,” says he, “my gossoon, doant be led 
asthray by the nonsinse of that divil of a Bullwig. He’s 
pilous* of ye , my bhoy; that’s the rale, undoubted thruth; 
ambit’s only to keep you out of litherary life that he’s 
palavering you in this way : III tell you what—— Plush, 
ye blackguard, — my honourable frind, the number 
there, has told me a hunder times by the smallest com- 
putation of his intense admiration of your talents, and 

I 

1 
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the wonderful stliir they were making in the worlld. 
He can’t bear a rival. He’s mad with envy, hatred, 
oneharatableness. Look at him, Plush, and look at me. 
My father was not a juke exactly, nor avoir a markis, 
and see, nevertheliss, to what a pitch I am come. ^ 1 
spare no ixpinse; I’m the iditor of a eople of pario- 
dicals; I dthrive about in me carridge; I dine wid the 
lords of the Land; and why — in the name of the piper 
that pleed before Mosus, hwy? Because I’m litherary 
man. Because I know how to play me cards. Because 
I’m Doether Lamer, in fact, and mirnbor of every so- 
ciety in and out of Europe. I might have remained all 
my life in Thrinity Colledge, and never made such an 
incom as that oifered you by Bir Jan; but I came to 
London — to London, my boy, and now, see! Look 
again at me friend Bullwig. He is a gentleman, to be 
sure, and bad luck to ’im, say I; and what has been the 
result of his litherary labour? I’ll tell you what, and 
I’ll tell this gintale society, by the shade of Saint Pa- 
trick, they’re going to make him a Babin et.” 

“A Babnet, Doctor!” says I; “yon don’t mean to say 
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of fweedom that I have celebrated, are known to all 
■But this, I confess, has nothing to do with the question. 
Xo, the question, is this — on the thwone of literature 
T stand imwivalled, pwe-eminent ; and the British 
government, honoring genius in me, compliments the 
British nation by lifting into the bosom of the heredi- 
tary nobility, the most gifted member of the democracy . J ’ 
(The bonrabblo genlm here sunk down amidst repeated 
cheers.) 

“Sir John,” says I, “and my lord duke, the words 
of my rivrint frend, Ignatius, and the remark of the 
honrabble genlmn who has just sate down, have made 
me change the detummination which I had the honor 
of impressing just now. 

“ I igsept the eighty pound a-year; knowing that I shall 
have plenty of time for pursuing my littery career , and 
hoping some day to 'set on that same benteh of harranites, 
which is deckarated by the presnts of my honrabble friend. 

“Why shooden I? It’s trew I aint done anythink 
as yet to deserve such an honour; and it’s very pro- 
bable that I never shall. But w r hat then? — quaio 
domj, as our friends say. I ’d much rayther have a 
coat of arms than a coat of livry. I ’d much rayther 
have my Mud-red hand spralink in the middle of a 
shield, than underneath a tea-tray. A harranit I will 
be, and, in consiquints, must cease to be a footmin. 

“As to my politticle piincepills, these, I confess, 
aint settled: they are, I know, necessary; hut they aint 
necessary until asid for; besides, I reglar read the Sat- 
tarnt newspaper, and so ignirince on this pint would be 
inigscusable. . t . ■ 

‘Mint if one man can git to be a doctor, and another 
a harranit, and another a capting in the navy , and an- 
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other a countess, and another the wife of a governor of 
the Cape of Good Hope, I begin to perseave that the 
littery trade aint such a very bad un; igspeeially if 
you’re up to snough , and. : .know. ■ what’s. ; 0 ; cIo(dc. ; : I’ll 
learn to make myself usefle, in the fust place; then I ’ll 
lam to spell; and, I trust, by reading the novvlcs uf 
the honrabble member, and the scientafiek treatiseses of 
the reverend doctor, I may find the secrit of suxess, and 
git a litell for my own share. I’ve sevral tends in the 
press, having paid for many of those chaps’ drink, and 
given them other treels; and so I think I’ve got all the 
emilents of suxess; therefore, I am detuminined, as 1 
said, to igsept your kind oiler, and beg to withdraw the 
•wads which I made yous of when I refyoused tout hex- 
patable offer. I must, however — •” 

“I wish you’d withdraw yourself,” said Sir John, 
busting into a most igstrorinary rage, u and not interrupt, 
the company with your infernal talk! Go down, and 
get us coffee; and, heark ye! hold your impertinent 
tongue, or I’ll break every hone in your body. Ton 
shall have the place, as I said; and while you’re in my 
service, you shall he my servant; but you don’t stay in 
mv service after to-morrow. Go down stairs, sir; and 
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EPISTLES TO THE LITERATI. 


CH-S Y-LL-WPL-SII, ESQ. , TO SIR EDWARD LYTTON BULWER, BT. 

JOHN THOMAS SMITH, ESQ., TO C — S Y — -H, ESQ. 

NOTUS. '■ 

The suekmstansies of the following liarticle are as 
folios; — Me and my friend, the sellabrated Mr. Smith, 
reekonised each other in the Haymarket Theatre, daring 
the perforniints of the new play. I was settn in the 
gallery, and sung out to him (he was in the pit), to jine 
us after the play, over a glass of hear and a cold hoyster, 
in my pantry, the family being out. 

Smith came as appinted. We descorsed on the suh- 
jick of the comady; and, after sefral glases, we each of 
us agreed to write a letter to the other, giving our 
notiums of the pease. Paper was brought that moinint; ft 

and Smith writing his harticle across the knife-bard, I 1 * 

dasht oh mine on the dresser. 

Our agreement was, that I (being remarkabble for 
my style of riling) should cretasize the languidge, whilst 
he should take up with the plot of the play; and the 
candied reader will parding me for having boltered the 
original address of my letter, and directed it to Sir 
Edward himself; and for having ineopperated Smith’s 1 

remarks in the midst of my own. 

Mayfair, Nov. 30, 1889. Midnite. || 

Honrabble Barnet! — Retired from the littery world |j 

a year or raoar, I didn’t think anythink would injuice 
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me to come forrards again; for I was content with my 
share of reputation, and propoas’d to add nothink to 
those immortial mix which have rendered this Maguscen 
so sallybrated. 

Shall 1 tell you the reazn of my re-appearants? — a 
desire for the benefiek of iny fellow-creatures."' diddle- 
A mi ghty truth with which my busm laboured, 
tg forth or die? JSkmsinee — 
*s the secret, my dear Barnet, — money — 
Here’s quarter-day coming, and 
unless 1 can ad 


stick! 

and which I must bring 
stuff: money’s 
T nr gong ^ gelt, spkunia. 

Pm blest if I can pay my landlud, 
hartificially to my inkum. 

Tins is, however, betwigst you and me. There *s no 
need to blacard the streets with it, or to tell the British 
public that Pitzroy Y-ll-wpl-sh is short of money, or 
that the sallybrated hauthor of the Y — Papers is in 
peskewniary diffickities, or is fiteagued by Ms super- 
human littery labors, or by his famly suckmstansies, or 
by any other pusnal matter: my maxim, dear B, is on 
these pints to be as quiet as posbile. What the juice 
does the public care for you or me? Why must wo 
always, in prefizzes and what not, he a talking about 
ourselves and our igstrodnary merrafs, woas, and inju- 
ries? It is on this subjick that I porpies, my dear 
Barnet, to speak to you in a frendly way; and praps 
you’ll find my advise tolralfbly liolesum. 

Well, then, — if you care about the apinions, fur 
good or evil, of us poor suvvanls, 1 loll you, in the 
most candied way, I like you, Barnet. I’ve had my 
fling at you in my day (for, entry non , that last sfcoary 1 
roat about you and Larnder was as big a bownsir as ever 
was) — I’ve had my ffing at you; but I like you. One 
may objeck to an immence deal of your writings, which 
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betwigst yon and me, contain more sham scentiment, 
sham morallaty, sham poatry, than you M like to own; 
but, in spite of this, there’s the stuff in you: you’ve a 
kind and loyal heart in you, Barnet — a trifle deboshed, 
perhaps ; a kean i, igspeeiallyfor what ’s comic (as for 
your tradgady, it’s mighty flatchulent), and a ready 
plesnt pen. The man who says you are an As is an 
As himself. Don’t believe him, Barnet! not that I sup- 
pose you wil, — for, if I’ve formed a correck apinion 
of you from your wueks, you think your sxnall-beear as 
good as most men’s: every man does, — and why not? 
We brew, and we love our own tap — amen; but the 
pint betwigst us, is. this stewpid, ahsudd way of crying 
out, because the public don’t like it too. Why shood 
they, my dear Barnet? You may vow that they are 
fools; or that the critix are yonr enemies; or that the 
wukl should judge your poams by your critticle rules, 
and not their own: you may beat your breast, and vow 
you are a marter, and you won’t mend the matter. 
Take heart, man! you’re not so misrabble after all; yonr 
spirits need not be so very east down; you are not so 
very badly paid. I hi lay a wager that you make, with 
one thing or another — plays, novvles, pamphiicks, and 
little odd jobbs here and there — your three thoAvsntf 
a-year. There’s many a man, dear Bullwig, that works 
for less, and lives content. Why shouldn’t you? Three 
thowsnd a-vear is no such bad thing, — let alone the 
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people laff and saear more? If you were ever at a 
great school, you must rceldect who was the boy most 
bullid, and buffitid, and purshewd — he who minded it 
most. He who could take a basting got but few; he 
who rord and wep because the knotty boys called him 
nicknames, was nicknamed wuss and wuss. I reckleet 
there was at our school, in Sxmthiield, a chap of this 
milksop, spoony sort, who appeared among the romping, 
ragged fellers in a fine Hanning dressing-go wild, that 
his mama had given him. That pore boy was beaten in 
a way that Ms dear ma and aunts didn’t not know him: 
Ms fine Hanning dressing-gownd was tom all to ribbings, 
and he got no pease in the school ever after, but was 
abliged to be taken to some other summary, where, I 
make no doubt, he was paid off igsaetly in the 
same way. 

Do you take the halligory , my dear Barnet: Mu- 
tayto nominy — you know what I mean. You are the 
boy, and your bametcy is the dressing-go wild. You 
dress yourself out finer than other chaps, and they all 
begin to sault and hustle you; it’s human nature, Barnet. 
You show weakness, think of your dear ma, mayhap, 
and begin to cry: it Vail over with you; the whole 
school is at you — upper boys and under, big and little; 
the dirtiest little fag in the place will pipe out blaggerd 
names at you, and take Ms pewny tug at your tail. 

The only way to avoid such consperraeies is to put 
a pair of stowt shoaldors forrards, and bust through the 
the crowd of raggy-muifins. A, good bold fellow dubls 
his fistt, and cries, “Wha dares meddle wi 7 mcr” When 
Scott got his bametcy, for ins tans, did any one of ixs 
cry out? Ho, by the laws, he was our master; and wo 
betide the chap that said neigh to Mm! But there’s 
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hommam (as they say) diskcushion. I propose, hon- 
rabble Barnit, to curusider calmly this play and prephiz, 
and to speak of both with that honisty which, in the 
pantry or studdy, I Ve been always phamous for. Let 
in the first place, listen to the opening of the “Pre- 
face of the Eourth Edition:* 


more, sensible than I am of the many faults -ancl'ide* 
in this play ; but, perhaps, when it is considered 
it mis happened in the history of our dramatic literature 
that good acting plays have been produced, except by those who have 
either been actors themselves, or formed their habits of literature, almost 
of life, behind the scenes, I might have looked for a criticism more 
generous, and less exacting and rigorous, than that by which the attempts 
of an author accustomed to another class , of composition.' have. been 
received by a large proportion of the periodical press. 

' “ It is scarcely possible. Indeed, that this play ahould.not contain faults 
of two kinds : first , the faults of one who. has necessarily much : to learn In . 
the mechanism of his art: and, secondly, of one who, having written 
largely in the narrative style of fiction, may not unfrequently mistake; the 
effects of a novel for the effects of a drama. I may add to these, perhaps,' 
deficiencies that arise from uncertain health and broken spirits , which 
render the author more susceptible than he might have been some years 
to that spirit of depreciation and hostility which it has been his mis- 
fortune to excite amongst the general contributors to the periodical press ; 
for the consciousness that every endeavour will be made to cavil, to distort, 
misrepresent, and, in fine, if possible , to run down , will occasionally 
haunt even the hours of composition, to check the inspiration, and damp 
the ardour. • 

: u Having confessed thus much frankly and fairly, and with a hope that 
I may ultimately do better , should 1 continue to write for the stage (which 
nothing but an assurance that, with all my defects, I may yet bring some 
little aid to the drama, at a time when any aid, however humble, ought 
to be welcome to the lovers of the art, could induce me to do), may I be 
permitted to say a few words as to some of the objections which have been 
made against this- play?'*' V S' ; ■ . ' 


ray dear sir, look what a pretty number of 
you piA forrards here, why your play shouldn’t 


Good -plays axe alfnost always written, by 
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Beeknd. You are a notice to ttie style of com- 
position. 

Third. You may he mistaken in your effects, being 
a novelist by trade, and not a play-writer. 

Fourthly. Your in such bad helth and sperrits. 

Fifthly. Your so afraid of the eritix, that they 

clamp your arder. 

For shame, for shame, man! What confeshns is 
these, — what painful pewling and piping! Your not 
a babbv. I take you to be some seven or eight and 
thutty years old — “in the morning of youth,” as the 
ffosofer says. Font let any such nonsinee take your 
reazn prisoner. What you, an old hand amongst us, — 
an old soljer of our sovring quean the press, — you, 
who have had the best pay, have held the topmost 
rank (ay. and deserved them too! — I gif you leaf to 
quot me in sasiaty, and say, “I am a man of genius: 
Y-ll-wpl-sh says so”), — you to lose heart, and cry 
piekavy, and begin to howl, because little boys fling 
stones at you! Fie, man! take courage; and, bearing 
the terrows of your bloodred hand, as the poet says, 
punish us, if we’ve ofended you, punish us like a man, or 
bear your own punishment like . a man. Don’t try to 
come off with such misrabble lodgic as that above. 

What do you? You give tour satisfackary reazns 
that the play is bad (the secknd is naught, — for your 
no such clucking at play-writing, this being the forth). 
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lay that flattering function. to your sole, as Milton ob- 
serves, Bo you believe that this Sen Capting can serve 
the drama? Bid yon never intend that it should serve 
any thing, or any body else ! Of cors you did! You 
wrote it for money, — money from the maniger, money 
from the bookseller, — for the same reason that I write 
this. Sir, Shakspeare wrote for the very same reasons, 
and I never heard he bragged about serving the drama. 
Away with this canting about great motifs! Let us not 
be too prowd, my dear Barnet, and tansy ourselves 
marters of the truth, matters or apostels. Ye are but 
tradesmen, working for bread, and not for righteousness 5 
sake. Letts try and work honestly; hut don’t let us be 
prayting poinpisly about our “sacred calling,” The 
taylor who makes your coats (and very well they are 
made too, with the best of velvit collars) — I say 
StuLze, or Niigee, might cry out that their motifs were 
but to assert the eturnle truth of tayloring, with just as 
much reazn; and who would believe them? 

Well; after this acknollitehmint that the play is bad, 
come sefral pages of attack on the eritix, and the tbit 
those gentry have found with it. With these I shan’t 
middle for the presnt. You defend all the characters 
1 by 3, and conclude your remarks as follows: — 


“I must bo pardoned for this disquisition on my own designs. When 
every means is employed to misrepresent * it becomes, perhaps, allowable 
to explain. And if I do not think that my faults as a dramatic author arc to 
be found In the study and delineation of character, it is precisely because 
that is the point on which all my previous pursuits in literature and actual 
life would be most likely to preserve me from the errors I own elsewhere, 
whether of misjudgment or inexperience. 

“I have now only to add my thanks to the actors for the ®Sai and 
talent with which they have embodied the characters intrusted to them. 
The sweetness and grace with -which Miss Fauci t embellished the part of 
Violet, which, though only a sketch, is most necessary to the colouring 
and harmony of the play, were perhaps the more pleasing to the audience 
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from the generosity, rare with actors, which Induced her to take a part so 
far inferior to her powers. The applause which attends the performance of 
Mrs. Warner .' and'" Mr. Strickland attests their success ' in characters of' un- ■ ■ 
usual difficulty; while the singular beauty and nobleness, whethei of con- 
ceptimv'or execution.,.' with which the greatest of living actors has elevated 
the part of Norman (so totally'' different from his ordinary range of cha- 
racter}, is a new proof of his versatility and accomplishment in all that 
belongs to his .art*'. It would be ■ scarcely gracious to. conclude these re- 
■ marks' ' without expressing . my acknowledgment; of. . that ■ generous and in- '. 
dulgent sense of justice which, forgetting all political differences in a 
literary arena, has enabled me to appeal to approving audiences — from 
hostile critics. And it is this which alone encourages me to hope that,- ; 
sooner or later, I may add to the dramatic literature of my country some- 
thing that may find, perhaps, almost as many friends in' the next age as it 
has been the fate of the author to iiud enemies in this.’' 

See, now, what a good comfrabble vanaty is! Popple 
have quarld with the dramatic characters of your play. 
‘‘ISo,*’ says you; “if I am remarkabble for any think, it 7 s 
for my study and delineation of character; that is pre- 
sizely the pint to which my littery purshuits have led 
me.” Have you read Jil Blaw, my dear sir? Have 
you pirouzed that exlent tragady, the Critic ? There’s 
something so like this in Sir Bretful Plaguy, and the 
Archbishop of Granadiers, that I’m blest if I can’t laff 
till my sides ake. Think of the critix fixing on the 
very pint for which you are famus! — the roags! And 
spose they had said the plot was absudd, or the lang- 
witch absudder, still, don’t you think you would have 
had a word in defens of them too — you who hope to 
find trends for your dramatic wux in the nex age? 
Poo! I tell thee, Barnet, that the nex cage will be wiser 
and better than this; and do you think that it will 
imply itself a reading of your trajadies? This is 
misantrofy, Barnet — reglar Byronism; and you ot to 
have a better apinian of human natur. 

Your apinion about the actors I shan’t here middle 
TWr nil ptrfoA exlentlv as far as my humbile 
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judgement goes, and your write in giving them all 
possbile prays. But let’s consider the last sentence of 
the pre&z, my dear Barnet, and see what a pretty set 
of apiniuns you lay down. 

1. The critix are your inymies in this age. 

2. In the nex, however, you hope to find newmrous 
trends. 

3 . And it’s a satisfackshn lo think that, in spite of 
politticle diifrances, you have found frendiy aujenees 

here. ' -■7 : y 

How, my dear Barnet, for a man who begins so 
humbly with what my friend Father Front calls an 
argamantum ad msevtcorjam, who ignolcdgcs that Ills 
play is had, that his pore dear lielth is bad, and those 
cussid critix have played the juice with him — I say, 
for a man who beginns in such a liumbill toan, it’s 
rayther rich to see how you end. 

My dear Barnet, do you suppose that politticle 
dif ranees prejudice pepple against goat What are your 
politix? Wig> I presume — so are mine, ontry noo . 
And what if they are Wig, or Ifaddieele, or Cumsuv- 
vative? Does any mortial man in England care a phig 
for your politix? Do you think yourself such a mity 
man in parlymint, that critix are to be angry with you, 
and aujences to be eumsidered magnanamous because 
they treat you fairly? There, now, was Shcrndn, he who 
roat the Rifles and School for Scandle (I saw the Rifles 
after your play, and, 0 Barnet, if you hiew what a 
relief it was!) — there, I. say, was Sherridn — he was 
a politticle character, if you please . — he could make a 
spitch or two ilf do you spose that Pitt, Fnrseyvall, 
Oastlerag, old George the Third himself, wooden go to 
see the Rivles — ay, and clap hands too, and laff and 



ror, for all Sherry’s Wiggery? Do you spose the eritix 
wouldn’t applaud too? For shame, Barnet! what ninnis, 
what hartless raskles, you must heleaye them to he, — 
in the lust plase, to fancy that you are a politticle 
genius; in the secknd, to let your poLitix interfear with 
their notiums about littery merrits! 

“Put that nonsince out of your head,” as Fox said 
to Bony part. Wasn’t it that great genus, Dennis, that 
wrote in Swiff and Poop’s time, who fansid that the 
French king wooden make pease unless Dennis was 
delivered up to him? Upon my wud, I doant think he 
canid his diddlusion much further than a setting 
honrahble barnet of my aquentance. 

And, then, for the nex age. Eespected sir, this is 
another diddlusion; a grose misteak on your part, or my 
name is not X — sh. These plays immortial? Ah, 
parrysampe, as the French say, this is too strong — the 
small-beer of the Sea Cap ting , or of any suxessor of the 
Sea Cap ting , to keep sweet for sentries and sentries! 
Barnet, 'Barnet! do you know the natur of hear? Six 
weeks is not past, and here your last casque is sour — 
the public won’t even now drink it; and I lay a wager 
that, betwigst this day (the thuttieth November) and 
the end of the year, the barl will be off the stox alto- 
gether, never, never to return. 

I’ve netted down a few frazes here and there, 
which you will. do well do igsamin: — 

NORMAN. • 

“The eternal Flora 

Woos to her odorous haunts the western wind; 

While circling round and upwards from the boughs, 

Golden with fruits that lure the joyous birds, •• 

Melody, like a happy soul released. 

Hangs in the al.r, and from invisible plumes 
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NORMAN, 

And these tbe.lijn 

Where, till this hour, the sad and holy kiss 
<>f parting luiger’d, as the; fragrance left 
By angels when they touch the earth and vanish.” 


■ ; ' NORMAN. 

“ Hark? she has blessed her suni .1/ bid ye' witnei 
Ye listening heavens — thou circumambient air ; 
The ocean sighs it back — and with the murmur 
Rustic the happy leaves. All nature breathes 
Aloud — aloft — to the Great Parent’s ear , 

The blessing of the mother on her child.” ■ . 


NORMAN., 

“I dream of love, enduriug talili , a heart 
Mingled with mine — a deathless heritage, 
Which 1 can take unsullied to the stars* 

When the Great Father calls his childiren.'.home 


• NORMAN. . 

M The blue air , breathless in ..the ■■ starry: pern 
After long silence hushed as heaven , but til: 
With happy thoughts as heaven with angels. 


NORMAN* ' 

“Till one calm night, when over earth and wave 
Heaven looked its love from all its numberless stars, 


NORMAN. : . 

Those eyes, the guidin* stars by which 1 steered. 


NORMAN 

j: i ” That . great m.* 

(The only parent I have known), whose face 
Is bright with gazing over on the stars — 

The mother-sea.” 


NORMAN. 

■ • ■ ” My bark shall be our homo 

The stars that light the angel palaces 
Of air, our lamps.” 


■ ■ NORMAN. 

“ A name that glitters , like a star, amidst 
The galaxy of England’s loftiest born.” 
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LADY JUtTJHMSt.. 

:|k A'nd »eo him princelieist of the lion tribe. 

Whose swords and coronals gleam around the throne , 

The guardian slars of the imperiaHslc*” 

The fust spissymen has been going the round of all 
the papers, as real, reglar poatry. Those wickid critix! 
they must have been luffing in their sleafs when they 
quoted it. Malody, suckling round and uppards from 
the hows, like a happy soul released, hangs in the air, 
and from invizable plumes shakes sweetness down. 
Mighty fine, truly! but let mortial man tell the meanink 
of the passidge. Is it rmsickle sweetniss that Malody 
shakes down from its plumes — its wings, that is, or 
t a il — or some pekewliar scent that proceeds from happy 
souls released, and which they slxake down from the 
trees when they are suckling round and uppards? Is 
this poatry, Barnet? Lay jour hand on your busm, 
and speak out boldly: Is it poatry, or sheer windy 
humbugg, that sounds a little melojous, and won’t bear 
the commanest test of eomman sence? 

In passidge number 2, the same bisniss. is going on, 
though in a more comprebensahle way: the air, the leaves, 
the otion, are fild with emocean at Capting Norman’s 
happiness. Pore Nature is dragged in to parfisapate in 
his joys, just as she has been befor. Once in & poem, 
this universle simfithy is very well; hut once is enuff, 
my dear Barnet: and that once should be in some great 
suckmstans, surely, — such as the meeting of Adam 
and Eve, in Paradice Lost , or Jewpeter and Jewno, m 
Hoamer, where there seems, as it were, a reasn for it 
But sea-captings should not be eternly spowting and 
invoking gods, hevns, starrs, angels, and other silestial 
influences. We can all do it, Barnet; nothing m Me 


1 



Look up, look up, rny Violet 

And trembling too — • vet leaning 01 
In truth , thou art too soft for such 
Look up ! I come to woo thee to fl 
My sailor’s bride I Hast thou no vc 
Bay — From those roses let me, HI 
Drag forth the secret sweetness ! ” 
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wishes to he a bee! Pish! Men don’t make love in this 
talking way. It’s the part of a sentymentle, poeticle 
taylor, not a galliant gentleman, in command of one of 
her madjisty’s vessels of war. ; * 

Look at the remaining extrac, honored Barnet, and 
aeknollidge that Capting Norman is eturnly repeating 
himself, with his endless jabber, about stars and angels. 
Look at the neat grammatiele twist of Lady Arundel’s 
gpitch, too, who, in the corse of three lines, has made 
her son a prince, a lion, with a sword and coronal, and 
a star. Why jumble and sheak up metafors in this 
way? Barnet, one simily is quite enuff in the best of 
sentenses (and, I preshume, I kneedn’t tell you that 
it’s as well to have it like, when you are about it). 
Take my advise, honrabble sir — - listen fo a humble 
footmin: it’s genrally best in poatry to understand 
pnifiekly what, you mean yourself, and to igspress your 
meaning clearly afterwoods — in the simpler words 
the better, praps. Ton may, for instans, call a coronet 
a coronal (an ‘‘ancestral coronal,” p. 74), if you like, 
as you might call a hat a “swart sombrero,” “a glossy 
four-and-nine,” “a silken helm, to storm impermeable, 
and lightsome as the breezy gossamer;” but, in the long 
run, it’s as well to call it a hat. It is a hat; and that 
name is quite as poetticle as another. I think it ’s 
Play to, or els Harrystottle, who observes that what 
we call a rose by any other name would swell as 
sweet. Confess, now, dear Barnet, don’t you long to 
call it a Polyanthus? 

I never see a play more carelessly written. In such 
a hurry yon seem to have bean, that you have aetially 
in some sentences forgot to put in the sence, What is 
this, for instance? — 



my eyes — drew being from my breast — 

Slept in my arms; — the very tears 1 abed 
Above my treasures were to men and angels 
Alike such holy sweetness! ” 

In the name of all the angels that, ever you invoked 
— Raphael, Gabriel, Uriel, Zadkiel, Azracl — what does 
this “holy sweetness” mean? We're not spinxes . to 
read such durk conundrums. If you knew my state sins 
i came upon this passidg — I’ve neither slep nor eton; 
I’ve neglected my pantry; I’ve been wandring from 
house to bouse with this riddl in my hand, and nobody 
can understand it. All Mr. Frazier’s men are wild, 
lo oking gloomy at one another, and asking what this 
may be. All the eumtributors have been spoak to. 
The Doctor, who knows every languiteh, has tided and 
giv’n up; we’ve sent to Doctor Pettigruel, who reads 
horyglifics a deal ezier than my way of spellin’ — no 
anser. Quick! quick with a fifth edition, honored Barnet, 
and set us at rest! While your about it, please, too, 
igsplain the two last lines: — 

** His merry burk with England’s flag to crown her.” 

See what dellexy of igspreslm, “a flag to crown her!” 

“His merry bark with England's flag to crown her, 

Fame for my hopes , and woman in my cares.” 

Likewise the following: — 

“Girl, beware, 

. love Kdtxsro the 'qHAJ&Soim'hii-Bs; , 

OVT RUINS WHILE IT SEISES. 

Igsplane this, men and angels! I Vo tried every way; 
backards, forards, and in all sorts of transpositions, 

as thus: — 
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■The' charm that gilds around the lore it ruins, 
Oft trifles while it shines; 

The ruins that love gilds and shines around, 
Oft trifles where it charms; ' 


All which, are as sensable as the fust passidge. 

And with this I’ll alow my friend Smith, who 
been silent all this time, to say a few words. He has 
not written near so much as me (being an infearor genus, 
betwigst ourselves), but he says he never had ^ such 
unprtial difiicklty with any thing as with the dixeripshn 
of the plott of your pease. Here his letter. 


To Ch-tutS Fitzr-y Pl-nt-g-n-t Y-ll-wpl-sh , Esq., &c. 


mil NOV. .1839. 

My dear and honoured Sir, — I have the pleasure 
of laying before you the following description of the 
plot, and a few remarks upon the style of the piece 

called The Sea Captain . . T , . , . 

Five-and-twenty years back, a certain Lord Arundel 
had a daughter, heiress of Ins estates and property; a 
poor cousin, Sir Maurice Beevor_ (being next in 
cession) ; and a page, Arthur Le Mesnil by name. 

The daughter took a fancy for the page, and the 
young persons were married unknown to bis lordship. 

Three days before her confinement (thinking , no doubt, 


Love ( while it charms , shines round , and ruins oft 
The trifles that it gilds*, * 


The love that trifles , ilds nd ruins of , 
While- row ad the 'charms it shines. 
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had agreed to run away together, and had reached a chapel 
near on the sea-coast, from which they were to embark, when 
Lord Arundel abruptly put a stop to their proceedings by 
causing one Gaussen, a pirate, to murder the page. 

His daughter was carried back to Arundel House, 
and, in three days, gave birth to a son. Whether his 
lordship knew of this birth I cannot say; the infant, 
however, was' never acknowledged, but carried by Sir 
Maurice Bee vor to a priest, Onslow by name, who educated 
the lad and kept him for twelve years in profound ignorance 
of his birth. The boy went by the name of Norman. 

Lady Arundel meanwhile married again, again became 
a widow, but had a second son, who was the acknowledged 
heir, and called Lord Ashdale. Old Lord Arundel died, 
and her ladyship became countess in her own right. 

When Norman was about twelve years of age, Iris 
mother, who wished to u waft young Arthur to a distant 
land,” had him sent on board ship. Who should the captain 
of the ship he but Gaussen, who received a smart bribe 
from Sir Maurice Beevor to kill the lad. Accordingly, 
Gaussen tied him to a plank, and pitched him overboard. 
* : ■ ; # '# 

About thirteen years after these circumstances, Violet, 
an orphan niece of Lady ArandcTs second husband, came 
to pass a few weeks with her ladyship. She had just 
come from a sea-voyage, and had been saved from a 
wicked Algerine by an English sea captain. This sea 
captain was no other than Norman, who had been picked 
up off his plank, and fell in love with, and was loved 
by, Miss Violet. 

A short time after Violet’s arrival at her aunfs the 
captain came to pay her a visit, his ship anchoring off; 
the coast, near Lady Arundel’s residence. By a singular 
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coincidence, that rogue Gaussen’s ship anchored in the 
harbour too. Gaussen at once knew his man, for he had 
44 tracked” him, (after drowning him,) and he informed 
Sir Maurice Beevor that young Norman was alive. 

Sir Maurice Beevor informed her ladyship. How 
should she get rid of him? In this wise. He was in 
love with "Violet, let him marry her and be off; for Lord 
Ashdale was in love with his cousin too; and, of course, 
could not marry a young woman in her station of life. 
kl You have a chaplain on hoard,” says her ladyship to 
Captain Norman; ‘Get him attend to-night in the mined 
chapel, many Yiolet, and away with you to sea.” By 
this means she hoped to be quit of him for ever. 

But unfortunately, the conversation had been over- 
heard by Beevor, and reported to Ashdale. Ashdale de- 
termined to be at the chapel and carry off Yiolet; as for 
Beevor, he sent Gaussen to the chapel to kill both jj 

Ashdale and Norman, thus there would only be Lady 
Arundel between him and the title. jj 

Norman, in the meanwhile, who had been walking 
near the chapel, had just seen his worthy old friend, the 
priest, most barbarously murdered there. Sir Maurice 
Beevor had set Gaussen upon him; his reverence was 
coming with the papers, concerning Norman’s birth, which 
Beevor wanted in order to extort money from the countess. j 

Gaussen was , however, obliged to run before he got the 
papers; and the clergyman had time, before he died, to 
tell Norman the story, and give him the documents, with 
which Norman sped off to the castle to have an inter- 
view with Ills mothen J 

He lays his white cloak and hat on the table, and 
begs to be left alone with her ladyship. Lord Ashdale, 
who is in the room, surlily quits it; but, going out cun- 



“Borman,” says she, in the dark, “dear Aormaii, I. 
knew you hy your white cloak; here l am. ’ And she and 
the man in a cloak go off to the inner chapel to be married. 

There waits Master Gaussen; he has seized the 
chaplain and the boat’s crew, and is just about to 
murder the man in the cloak, when — 

Norman rushes in and cuts him down, much to the 
surprise of Miss, for she never suspected it was sly 
Ashdale who had come, as we have seen, disguised, and 
very nearly paid for his masquerading. 

Ashdale is very grateful; but, when Herman persists 
in marrying Violet, he says — - no, he shan’t. He shall 
fight; he is a coward if he doesn’t fight. Herman flings 
down 3ns sword, and says he won't tight; and — 

Lady Arundel, who ha# been at prayers all this time, 
r ushin g in, says, “Hold! this is your brother, Percy — 
your elder brother!” Here is some restiveness on Ash- 
dale’s part, but he finishes by embracing his brother. 

Herman burns all the papers; vows he will never 
peach; reconciles himself with his mother; says he will 
go loser; hut, having ordered his ship to “veer” round 
to the chapel, orders it to veer back again, for he will 
pass the honeymoon at Arundel Castle. 

As you have been pleased to ask my opinion, it 



' ' XiitJ . : UUW . ... » 

in this plot. But tlie author does not 
modestly have us believe, from ignorance of stage-busi- 
ness; he seems to know too much, rather than too little, 
about the stage, to be too anxious to cram in effects, in- 
cidents, perplexities. There is the perplexity concerning 
Ashdale’s murder, and Norman's murder, and the priest’s 
murder, and the page’s murder, and Gaussen’s murder. 
There is the perplexity about the papers, and that about 
the hat and cloak, (a silly, foolish obstacle,) which only 
tantalise the spectator, and retard the march of the 
drama’s action; it is as if the author had said, I must 
have a new incident in every act, I must keep tickling 
the spectator perpetually, and never let him off until 
the fall of the curtain.” 

The same disagreeable hustle and petty complication 
of intrigue you may remark in the author’s drama of 
Richelieu. The Lady of Lyons was a much simpler and 
better-wrought plot. The incidents following each other 
either not too swiftly or startlingly. In Richelieu, it 
always seemed to me as if one heard doors perpetually 
clapping and banging; one was puzzled to follow e 
train of conversation, in the midst of the perpetual small 
noises that distracted one right and left. 

Hor is the list of characters of The Sea Captain 
be despised. The outlines of all of them are good. A. 
mother, for whom one feels a proper tragic mixture o 
hatred and pity; a gallant smgle-hearied son, whom i she 
disdains and who conquers her at last hy ids no Die 
conduct; a dashing haughty Tybalt of a brother ; a wicked 
poor cousin, a pretty maid, and a fierce buccamer. ih s 
■people might pass three hours very well on the stage, 
and^ interest the audience hugely; but the author fails m 

ThackeraUjMiscellaiiivs.lv. 
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filling up the outlines. His language is absurdly stilted, 
frequently careless; the reader or spectator hears a num- 
ber of loud speeches, but scarce a dozen lines that seem 
to belong of nature to the speakers. 

Nothing can be ■ more fulsome or loathsome to my 
mind than the continual sham-religious clap-traps which 
the author has put into the mouth of Ms hero; nothing 
more unsailor-like than his namby-pamby starlit descrip- 
tions, which my ingenious colleague has, I see, alluded 
to. “Thy faith my anchor, and thine eyes my haven,” 
cries the gallant captain to Ms lady. See how loosely 
the sentence is constructed, like a thousand others in the 
book. The captain is to cast anchor with the girl's faith- 
in her own eyes; either image might pass by itself, but 
together, like the quadrupeds of Kilkenny, they devour 
each other. The captain tells his lieutenant to bid his 
bark veer round to a point in the harbour. Was ever 
such language? My lady gives Sir Maurice a thousand 
pounds to waft him (her son) to some distant shore. Non- 



EPISTLES TO THE LITEEATX, 


te Sir Maurice. Mice! zounds, how can I 
Keep mice! I can’t afford it! They were starved 
To death an age ago. The last was found 
Come Christinas three years , stretched beside a bone 
In that same larder, so consumed and worn 
; By pious fast, Uwas awful to behold it! " 

I canonised its corpse in spirits of wine, 

And set it in the porch — a solemn warning 
To thieves and beggars ! ” 

Is not tins rare wit? “ bounds! how can I keep 
mire?” is well enough for a miser; not too new, or bril- 
liant either; hut tins miserable dilution of a thin joke, 
this wretched hunting down of the poor mouse! It is 
humiliating to think of a man of esprit harping so long 
on such a mean, pitiful string. A man who aspires to 
immortality, too! I doubt whether it is to be gained thus; 
whether our author’s words are not too loosely built to 
make “starry pointing pyramids of,” Horace clipped 
and squared his blocks more carefully before he laid the 
monument which, imber edax, or Aquila impotms , or fuga 
iempor am , might assail in Tain. Even old Ovid, when 
he raised his stately, shining heathen temple, had placed 
some columns in it, and hewn out a statue or two which 
deserved the immortality that he prophesied (somewhat 
arrogantly) for himself. But let not all be looking for- 
ward to a future, and fancying that, “ineerti spatium dam 
jiniat avi” our books are to be immortal Alas! the way 
to immortality is not so easy, nor will our Sea Captain 
bo permitted such, an unconscionable cruise. If all the 
immortalities were really to have their wish, what a 
work would our descendants have to study them ail! 

iSoi yet, in my humble opinion, has the honourable 
baronet achieved this deathless consummation. There 
will come a day (may it be long distant!) when the very 
best of his novels will be forgotten; and it is reasonable 
to suppose that his dramas will pass out of existence* 

13 * 



some time or other* in the lapse of the secula seeuhrum. 
In the meantime, my dear Hush, if yon ask me what 
the great obstacle is towards the dramatic fame ^ and 
merit of our friend, I would say that it does not lie so 
much in hostile critics or feeble health, as in a careless 
habit of writing, and a peevish vanity which causes him 
shut Ms eyes to his faults. The question of original 
capacity I will not moot; one may think very highly of 
the honourable baronet’s talent, without rating it quite 
so high as he seems disposed to do. 

And to conclude: as he has chosen to combat the 
critics in person, the critics are surely justified in being 
allowed to address him directly. 

With best compliments to Mrs. Yellowplush, 

I have the honour to he, dear Sir, 

Your most faithful and obliged 
humble servant, 

■ Tnxnc 'Tcr/i'w a q Smith 


And now, Smith having finisht Ms letter, I think I 
can’t do better than clothes mine lickwise; for though 1 
never he tired of talking, praps the public may 
hearing, and therefore it’s best to shut up shopp. 

What I’ve said, respected Bamit, I hoap you woan’t 
take unkind. A play, you see, is public property for 
every one to say his say on; and I think, if you read 
your prefez over agin, you ’ll see that it ax as a direct 
incouridgemint to us critix to come forrard and notice 
you. But don’t tansy, I besiteh you, that we are actiated 
by hostillaty; fust write a good play, and you ’ll see we ’ll 
prays it fast enuff. W r aitmg which, Agray , Munseer le 
Ghevaleer , V ashurance de ma hot mmsideratun. 

Voter disiangy , 

v 
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JEAMES DE LA PLUCHE, ESQ. 


A LUCKY SPECULATOR. 


“ Considerable sensation has "been excited in the upper and lower 
circles in the West End , by a startling piece of good fortune which has 
befallen James Plush, Esq., lately footman in a respected family in 

Berkeley Square. 1 . 

u One day last week , Mr. James waited upon his master, who is a 
banker in the City*, and after a little blushing and hesitation, said he had 
saved a little money in service, was anxious to retire, and to invest his 

savings to advantage. . . 

“His master (we believe we may mention, without offending delicacy, 
the well-known name of Sir George Flimsy, of the house of Flimsy, 
Diddlcr , and Flush,) smilingly asked Mr. James what was the amount of 
bin savings, wondering considerably how, out of an income of thirty 
guineas — the main part of which he spent in bouquets, silk stockings, 
ami perfumery — Mr. Plush could have managed to lay by anything. _ 
u Mr. Plush, with some hesitation, said ho had been speculating m 
railroads', and stated his winnings to have been thirty thousand pounds. 
He had commenced his speculations with twenty, borrowed from a 
fellow-servant. He had dated his letters from the house in. Berkeley 
Square, and humbly begged pardon of his master for not having instmcted 
the Railway Secretaries who answered his applications to apply at the 

area .’4jr*George, who was at breakfast, instantly rose , and shook Mr. P. 
by the hand; Lady Flimsy begged him to be seated, and partake of the 
IrJkfast which he had laid on the table; and has subsequently in^ted 
him to her grand dejeuner at Richmond, where it was observed that Mm 
Emily Flimsy, her beautiful accomplished seventh daughter, pam the 
lacky 'gentleihfth marked attention. ■; 

‘-We hear it stated that Mr. P. is 
" piuchfe 'eapiC/nver 
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“He lias taken apartments in the Albany 
three railroads, 
election on c,. 
politics of his family. 

“Report says, that even in 
had remarked his high demeanour. Weil 
* deserve the fair 


- ’3. He proposes to stand for Parliament at the next general 
decidedly conservative principled, which have always been the 

his humble capacity Miss Emily, Flimsy. 

None but . the brave say we, 

Morning Paper . 

This announcement will explain the following lines, 
which have been put into our box* with a West-End 
post-mark. If, as we believe, they are written by the 
young woman from whom the Millionaire borrowed the 
sum on which he raised bis fortune, what heart will not 
melt with sympathy at her tale, and pity the sorrows 
which she expresses in such artless language? 

If it be not too late; if wealth hare not rendered its 
possessor callous; if poor Maiyaxme be still alive; we 
trust, we trust, Mr. Plush will do her justice. 


JEAMES OF BUCKLEY SQUARE 


v.;-’- X KEinOT. : 

Come all ye gents rot cleans the plate, 
Come all ye ladles maids so fair — 

Vile I a story will relate 

Of cruel Jeanies of Buckley Square. 

A tighter lad, it is confest, 

Neer valked with powder in Ida airy 
Or vor© a nosegay in Ms breast. 

Than andsum Jeames of Buckley Square 


0 Etna 1 it vas the best of sights, ■' 

Behind his Master's coach and pair. 

To see our Jeames in red plush tights, 

. . A driving hoff from Buckley Square. ; ■' 
Tfqyei became his hag Willetts , ; . 

. He cocked his at with such a hair; 

His calves and visiters vas such pets , 

That hall loved Jennies of Buckley Square. 


* The letter-box of iff. Punch , in whose columns these papers were 
first published* 
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Ha plcascddbe- hup-stairs folks as veil, 
And o ! I vithcred vith despair. 
Missis vould ring the parler bell. 

And call up Jeames in Buckley Square 
Boihrbeer and sperrits he abhord , 
.{Sperrits and beer I can’t a bear,) 

Yon would have thought be vas a lord 
Downin' our All in Buckley Square. 


Last year he visper’d, ; “ Mary Ann , 

. Ven I ’ve an under’d pound to spare , 

To take a public is my plan, 

And leave this hojous Buckley Square.” 

0 how ray gentle heart did bound, 

To think that I his name should bear. 

“ Dear Jeames ,” says I , “I *ve twenty pound 
And gov them him in Buckley Square. 


Our master vas a City gent, 

His name’s in railroads everywhere, 

And lord, vot lots of letters vent 
Bctwigst his brokers and Buckley Square ! 
My Jeames it was the letters took , 

And read them all, (I think it *s fair,) 

And took a leaf from Master’s book, 

As bothers do In Buckley Square. 


Encouraged with my twenty pound , 

Of which poor I was unavare , 

He wrote the Companies all round, 

And signed hisself from Buckley Square , 
And how John Porter used to grin, 

As day by day, share after share, 

Came railvay letters pouring in, 

**J. Plush, Esquire, in Buckley Square, 


Our servants’ All was in a rage — 

Scrip, stock, curves, gradients, bull and bear, 
Vlth butler, coachman, groom and page; 

Vas all the talk in Buckley Square. 

But O ! imagine vot I felt 
Last Vensday veek as ever were ; 

I gits a letter, which I spelt 
“Miss M. A. Hoggins, Buckley Square.” 


He 'sent, me back, my money true - 
. . He sent me back my lock of air. 
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:And\said,- u My'.dear % ;I;i3l4:&j : ew^ ,, 

To Mary Haim and Buckley Square. 
Think not to mary, foolish Haxm, . 

. With people who your better# are; 
James- Plush. Is now a gentleman* 

And yon — a cook in Buckley Square 


“ I ’ve thirty thousand guineas won, 

In six short months* by genus rare; 
You little -thooght what Joames was on, 
Poor Mary Harm, in Buckley Square. 
1 ’ve thirty thousand guineas net* 
Powder and plush I . scorn to year's y ■ 
And so, Miss Mary Hann, forget 
For hever Jeames, of Buckley Square 


The rest of the MB. is illegible 
washed away in a hood of tears. 


A LETTER FROM “JEAMES, OF BUCKLEY SQUARE.” 

Albany, Letter X. August 10, 1845. 

“Sir, — Has a reglar suseriber to your e mu sing 
paper, I beg leaf to state that I should never have done 
so, had I supposed that it was your abbit to igspose the 
mistaries of privit life, and to hinjer the delligit toolings 
of umble individyouals like myself, who have no idea* 
of being made the subject of newspaper criticism. 

“I elude, Sir, to the unjustafiable use which has 
been made of my name in your Journal, where both my 
muceantile speclations and the kinmost pashm of my art 
have been brot forrards in a ridicklus way lor the public 
emusemint. 

“What call, Bir, has the public to inquire into the 
suckmstansies of my engagements with Miss Mary Hann 
Oggins ? or to meddle with their rupsherr Why am I to 
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“be maid the bobjiek of your vedicule in a doggril ballit 
impewted to her? I say impmted , because, in my time 
least, Mary llanu could only sign her + mark (has 


at 


1 Ve hoften witnist it for her when she paid hin at the 
Savings Bank) and has for sacrificing to the Mewses and 
making poatry , she was as hincapible as Mr. Wakley 

himself. 

“With respect to the ballit, my haleaf is, that it is 
wrote by a footman in a low fardy, a pore retch who 
attempted to rivle me in my affections to Mary Harm — 
a feller not five foot six, and with no more calves to his 
legs than a donkey — who was always a ritin (haying 
been a doctor’s boy) and who I noekt down with a pint, 
of porter (as lie well recklex) at the 3 Tims Jerming 
Street , lor daring to try to make a but of me. He has 
signed Miss IBs name to his nonsince and lies: and you 
lay yourself hopen to a haction for lible for insutting 
them in your paper. 

“It is false that I have treated Miss H. hill in limy 
way. That I borrowed 201b of her is trew. But she 
confesses I paid it back. Can hall people say as much 
of the money they’ve lent or borrowed? Ho. And I 
not only paid it back: but giv her the andsomest pres’nts 
which I never should have eluded to, but for this attack. 
Bust, a silver thimble (which I found in Missus’s work- 
box); ficcknd, a vollom of Byrom’s poems: third, I hal- 
brougt her a glas of Gurasore, when we ad a 


ways 


party of which she was remarkable fond. I treated her 
tu Hashleys twice, (and halways a srimp or a hoyster 
by the way,) and a ihownsd deligit attentions , which I 
sapose count for nothink. 

“Has for raamdge. Haltered suckmstancies rendered 
it himpossahle. I was gone into a new spear of life — 
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mingling with my native aristoxy. I breathe no sailihle 
of blame aginst Miss H. but his a Militant cootmaid fit 
to set at a faslmable table. I)o young fellers ot rank 
genrally marry out of the hutching? If we cast our is 
upon a low-bom gal, I needn say its only a , tempory 
distraction, pore pas By le tong . So much for her claims 
upon me. Has for that heest of a Doctor's boy lie’s un- 
wuthy the notes of a Gentleman. 

“ That I Ve one thirty thousand ib , and pra p s mo re, 
I dont deny. Ow much has the Kilossus of Railroads 
one, I should like to know, and what was Ms eappitlc? 
I hentered the market with 201b, speeklated Jewdicious, 
and ham what I ham. So may you he (if you have 
201b, and praps you haven’t) — * So may you he: if you 
choose to go in & win. 

“I for my p^arfc am jusly prowd of my suxess, and 
could give you a hundred instances of my gratatude. 
Por igsample, the fust pair of hosses I bought (and a 
better pare of steppers I dafy you to see in hany eur- 
racle,) I crisn’d Hull and Selby, in grateful elusion to 
my transackshns in that railroad. My riding Cob I 
called very unhaptly my Dublin and Galway. He came 
down with me the other day, and I ’ve jest sold him at 
l discount. 

“At fust with prudence and modratkm I only kep 
two grooms for my stables, one of whom lickwise waited 
on me at table. I have now a conicl enable servant, a 
vally de shamber — He curls my air; inspex my ac~ 
oounts, and hansers my Mnvitations to dinner. I oall 
this Tally my Trent Vally , for it was the propMt I 
got from that exlent line, which injuiced me to in- 
gage him. 

“Besides my Hortk British Plate and Breakfast eqiii- 
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pidge — I have two handsom suwices for dinner — 
the goold plate for Sundays, and the silver for common 
use. When I ave a great party, 'Trent/ I say to my 
man, ‘we will have the London and Bummingham plate 
to-day (the goold), or else the Manchester and Leeds 
(the silver)? I bought them after realising on the abnf 
lines, and if people suppose that the company s made me 
a presnt of the plate, how can I help it? 

"In the sam way I say, 'Trent, king us a bottle of 
Bristol and HexeterP or, 'Put some Heasiern Counties 
in hicel- He knows what I mean: it’s the wines I 
bought upon the hospieious tummination of my eon- 
nexsim. with those two railroads. 

"So strong, indeed, as this abbit become, that being 
asked to stand Godfather to the youngest Miss Biddle 
last weak, I had her christened (provisionally) Rosameil 
— from the Trench line of which I am Birector; and 
only the other day, finding myself rayther unwell, 
‘Doctor/ says I to Sir James Clark, 'I’ve sent to con- 
sult you because my Midlands are out of border; and I 
want, you to send them up to a premium.’ The Boctor 
lnfd, and I beleave told the story subsquintly at Bucki- 
niim P — -II— s. 

"But I will trouble you no father. My sole objict 
in writing has been to dear my carmter — to show 
that I came bv my money in a honrable way: that I’m 
not ashaymd of the manner in which I gayned it, and 
ham indeed grateful for my good fortune. 

"To conclude, I have at my podigree maid out at 
the Erald Hofiis (I don’t mean the Morning Erald), and 
have took for my arms a Stagg. You are eorrict in 
stating that 1 am of hancient hforroin famly. This is 
more than Peal can say, to whomb I applied for a 





bametcy; but the primmier being of low igsf motion, 
natrally stickles for his border. Consorvatiye though I 
, l may change, my opinions before the next Election, 
I intend to hotter myself as a Csmdydiek for 

at. ■■ 

hile, I have the honor to be, Sir, 

“Your most obeajnt Burvnt, 

<4 Fm-jAMES BE LA PlUCH'K.” 


THE DIARY. 


Om day in the panic week, oar friend James called 
it our Office, evidently in great perturbation of mind 
disorder of dress. He had no flower in his button- 
; his yellow T kid gloves were certainly two days old. 
He had not above three of the ten chains he usually 
sports, and his great coarse knotty-ki mek led old hands 
were deprived of some dozen of the rubies, emeralds, 
and other cameos with which, since his elevation to 
fortune, the poor fellow has thought fit to adorn 
himself. 

“How s scrip? Mr. Jennies , w said we pleasantly, 
greeting our esteemed contributor. 

“Scrip be — replied he, with an expression wo 
cannot repeat, and a look of agony it is impossible to 
describe in print, and walked about the parlour whist- 
ling, humming, rattling his keys and coppers, and 
showing other signs of agitation. At last, “■Mr. Punch” 
says he, after a moment's hesitation, “I wish to speak 
to you on a pint of businiss. 1 wish to be paid for my 
eontribewtions to your paper. Suekmstanees is altered 
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with me. I — I — in a word, can yon lend me — ■ £ 

for the account.” 

He named the sum. It was one so great that wo 
don’t care to mention it here ; hut on receiving a cheque 
for the amount (on Messrs. Pump and Aldgate, our 
hankers), tears came into the honest fellow’s eyes* He 
squeezed our hand until , he nearly wrung it off, and 
shouting to a cab, he plunged into it at our office-door, 
and was off to the City. . ' . 

Beturning to our study, we found he had left on our 
table an open pocket-hook; of the contents of which (for 
the sake of safety) we took an inventory. It contained: 
— three tavern-hills, paid; a tailor’s ditto, unsettled; 
forty-nine allotments in different companies, twenty-six 
thousand seven hundred shares in all, of which the 
market value we take, on an average, to be ^ discount; 
and in an old bit of paper tied with pink riband a lock 
of ehesnut hair, with the initials M. A. H. 

In the diary of the pocket-book v r as a Journal, jotted 
down by the proprietor from time to time. At first the 
entries are insignificant; as, for instance: — “ 3rd Janua- 
ry — Our beer in the Suvnts’ Hall so precious small at 
tiiis Christmas time that I reeiy muss give warning, 
& wood, but for my dear Mary Harm.” “ February 7 — - 
That broot Screw, the Butler, wanted to kis her, but 
my dear Mary Mann boxt his hold hears, & served him 
right. 1 (latest Screw.” — and so forth. Then the 
diary relates to Stock Exchange operations, until we 
come to the time when, having achieved his successes, 
Mr. James quitted Berkeley Square and his livery, and 
began his life os a speculator and a gentleman upon 
town. It is from the latter part of his diary that we 
make the following 
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EX.TRAX: — 

“Wen I anounced in the Servnts All nay axeshn of 
forting, and that by the exasize of my own talince and 
ingianiuty I had reerlizcd a surma of 20,000 lb, (it was 
only 5, but what's the use of a maim depreshiating the 
qualaty of his own mackyrel?). Wen 1 enounced my 
abrnp intention to cut — you should have scan the sen- 
sation among hall the people! Cook wanted to know 
whether I woodn like a sweatbred, or the slise of the 
breast of a Cold Tuckv. Screw, the butler, (womb I 
always detested as a hinsalant hoverbaring beest) begged 
me to walk into the Ilupper Serrate All, and try a glass 
of Shnperior Shatto Margo. If even Yisp, the coachmin, 
eld out his and, & said, Meam.es, I hopes theres no 
quarraling betwigst you & me, & I'll stand a pot of 
beer with pleasure/ 

“The sickofnts! — that wery Cook had split on me 
to the Housekeeper only last week (catehin me priggm 
some cold tuttle soop, of which I'm remarkable fond). 
Has for the butler, I always ebommmated him for his 
precious snears and imperence to all us Gents who wear 
livry, (he never would sit in our parlour, fasooth, nor 
drink out bf our mugs); and in regard of Yis}> — why, 
it was ony the day before the wulgar boost hoifered to 
fite me, and thretnd to give me a good iding if I re- 
fused. ‘Gentlemen and ladies,' says I, as haughty as 
may he, ‘there's nothink that 1 want for that I can't go 
for to buy with my hown money, and take at my 
ledgins in Halhany, letter Hex; if* I'm ungry I've no 
need to refresh myself in the hitching ’ And, so saying, 
I took a dignified ajew of these minnial domestics; and 
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ascending to my apartment in the 4 pair hack, brushed 
the' powder out of my air, and taking off those hojous 
Eyries lor hever, put on a new soot, made for me by 
Guilin of St. Jeames Street, and which fitted my manly 
figger as fight as whacks. 

“ There was one pusson in the house with womb X 
was rayther anxious to evoid a persnal leave-taking — 
Mary Hann Oggins, X mean for my art is natural 
tender, and I can’t abide seeing a pore gal in pane. 

I ’d given her previous the infamation of my departure 
— doing the ansom thing hy her at the same time — 
paying her back 20 lb., which she’d lent me 6 months 
before; and paying her back not only the interest, hut’ I 
gave her an andsome pair of scissars and a silver thimbil, 
by way of boanus. ‘Mary Hann,’ says I, ‘suckimstanci.es 
has haltered our rellatif positions in life. I quit the 
Semite Hall for ever, (for has for your marrying a per- 
son in my rank, that my dear is hall gamrnin,) and so X 
wish you a good by my good gal, and if you want to 
better yourself, halways refer to me.’ f vytey: y 

“Mary Hann didn’t hanser my speech (which X 
think was remarkable kind), but looked at me in the- 
lace quite wild like, and bust into somethink betwigst a 
laugh & a cry, and fell down with her ed on the hitch- 
ing dresser, where she lay until her young Missing rang 
the dressing-room bell. "Would you bleave it? she left 
the thimbil & things, & my check for 20 lb. 10 s. on 
the tahil when she went to hanser the bell? And now 
I heard her sobbing and vimpering in her own room 
mx but one to mine, vith the dore open, peraps ex- 
pecting X should come in and say good by/ But, as 
.soon as I was dressed, I but down stairs, bony desiring 
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questing permission to take leaf of my Indy & ilia fainly 
before my departure/' 

'.■ ■ ■* ^ *jf» - .. ■ ■ ■ 

“How Miss Hemly did hogle me to lie sure! . Her 
ladyship told me what a sweet gal she was — hamiable, 
fond of poetry, plays the fitter. Then she hashed me 
if I liked blond bewties and haubin hair. Haubin, 
indeed! 1 don’t like ciu-rits! as it must he eonfest Miss 
Ilemly’s his — and has for a blond bitty she has pink 
I’s like a Halhino, and her face looks as if it were dipt 
in a hr ann mash. How she squeeged my & as she went 

away! , # . 

“Mary Hann now has haubiii air, and a eumplcxion 
like roses and Livery, and I 's as blew as Lviii. 

“1 g e v Frederick two and six for fetehin the eabh 
been resolved to hact the gentleman in ball things. How 
he stared!" 


“25th. — I am now director of forty-seven had- 
vantageous lines, and have past hall day in the Ditty. 
Although I've hate or nine new soots of close, and Mr. 
Guilin fits me heligant, yet 1 tansy they hall reckon! se 
me. Conshns whispers' to me — ‘Jeams, you'r bony a 
footman in disguise hatter all/ ” 



• “28th.. Been to' the Ilopra. . Music tol lok That 
Lablash is a wopper at singing. I eoodn make out 
why some people called out 4 Bravo/ some *Bravar/ and 
some 4 Bravee/ iBmvee, Lablash' says I, at which hevery 
body Ia& 
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“Fra in my new stall I ’ye new eushings put in, 
and my harms in goold on the back* I’m dressed hall 
in black, exeep a gold -waistcoat and dimind studds in 
the einbriderd busom of my shameese. I wear a 
Camallia Jiponiky in my button ole, and have a double- 
barreld opera glas, so big, that I make Timmins, my 
seend man, bring it in the other cabb. 

“What an igstronry exabishn that Bawdy Carter is! 
If those four gals are fari.cs, Tellioni is sutnly the fairy 
(Jueend. She can do all that they can do, and some- 
think they can’t. There’s an indiscrihle grace about 
her, and Carlotty, my sweet Carlotty, she sets my ait 
/in. flams. V;;: ■: ■ k;. 

“Ow that Miss Hemly was noddin and winkin at me 
out of their box on the fourth tear? 

“What linx i’s she must ay. As if I could mount 
up there! 

“P. S. Talking of mounting hup ! the St. Helena’s 
•walked up 4 per cent, this yery day.” 


“'hut July. Bode my bay oss Desperation in the 
park. There was me, Lord George Bingwood (Lord 
Cinqbar’s son), Lord Ballybunnion, Honorable Capting 
Trap, & sevral hother young swells. Sir John’s car- 
ridge there in coarse. Miss Hemly lets fall her hooky 
as I pass, and I’m ohleged to get ho# and pick it hup, 
& get splashed up to the his. The gettin on hoss back 
agin is halways the juice & hall. Just us I was hon, 
Desperation begins a porring the hair with his 4 feet, 
and sinks down so on Ms anches, that I ’m blest if 1 
didn’t slip lioif agin oyer his tail; at which Ballybunnion 
& the hother chaps rord with lafter. 
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“As Bally has isfates in Gueen’s Country, Pve. put 
him on the St Helena direction. We call it the ‘Great 
St Helona Napoleon Junction/ from Jamestown to Long- 
wood. The French are taking it hup heagerly.” 


“Qth July . Dined to-day at the London Tavin with 
one of the Welsh hords of Direction Pm Lon. The 
Cwrwxnwrw & Plmwyddlywm, with tu, nails through 
Snowding and PlinHinming, 

“Great nashnallity of coarse. Ap Shihkin in the 
chair, Ap Llwydd in the vice; Welsh mutton for dinner; 
Welsh iron knives & forks; Welsh rabbit after dinner; 
and a Welsh harper, be hanged to him: he went strum- 
mint on his hojous hinstruinent, and played a toon 
piguliarly disagreeble to me, 

“It was Pore Mary llann . The clarrit holmost 
choaked xne as I tried it, and I very nearly wep myself 
as I thought of her . bewtifie blue i *s. Why ham I al- 
ways thinki n about, that gal?. Basiety is saeiety, it’s 
lors is irresistabl. Has a man of rank I can’t marry a 
serving -made. What would Cinqbar and Ballybuimion 
say? 

“P. & — I don’t like the way that Craqbars has of 
borroing money, & halways making me pay the bill. 
Seven pound six at the Shipp, Oriimidge, which I don’t 
grudge it* for Derbyshire’s brown Ock is the * best in 
tfrup; nine pound three at the Trafflygar, and seventeen 
pound sixteen & nine at the Star & Garter, Itichroond, 
with the Countess St, Emilion & the Baroness Iron- 
.tignac, Hot one word of French could I speak, and in 
eonsquince had nothink to do hut to make myself hal- 
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most sick with, heating hices and desert' while the 
bothers were chattering & parlyvooing. ‘ 

“Ha! I- remember going to Grinnidge once with 
Mary Haim, when wc were more happy (after a walk 
in the* park , where we ad one gingy-beer betwigst ns), 
more appy with tea and a simple srimp than with hall 
tills splendor ! ” • p' ; ; ; 


“July 24. My first floor apartmince in the Halbiny 
is now kimpieiely and chasely famished — the droring- 
room with yellow satting and silver for the chairs and 
sophies — hemrall. green tabbinet eurtings with pink 
velvet & goold borders <& fringes; a light blue Hax~ 
minster Carpit, embroydered with tulips; tables, secri- 
taires, cimsoles, &c., as handsome as goold can make 
them, and candlesticks and shandalers of the purest 
Hornxolew. , - . 

“The Dining-room fonniture is all hook , British 
Hoak; round igspanding table, like a, trick in a Panti- 
mime, ieeommadating any number from 8 to 24 — to 
which it Is my’ wish to restrict my parties — Cartings 
Crimsing damask, Chairs crimsing myrocky. Portricks 
of my favorite great men decorats the wall — namely, 
the Duke' of Wellington. There's four of his Grace. 
For I Ve remarked that if you wish to pass for a man 
of weight and consideration you should holways praise 
and quote him — I have a valluble one lickwise of my 
tiueend, and 2 of Prince Halbert — has a Field Martial 
and halso as a privat Gent. I despise the vulgar snears 
tliat are daily huilered aginst that Igsolted Pottentat. 
Betwigst the Prins Sc the Duke hangs me, in the TJni- 
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form of the Cih^bar Malitia, of which Cinqhars has 
made me Captingy :' : L 

"The Libery is not yet done. 

".But the Bedd-roomb is the Jem of the whole — if 
you could but see it! such a Bedworr! Ive a Shyval 
Dressing Glass festooned with Walniisoens Lace, and 
lighted up of evenings with rose coloured tapers. Goold 
dressing case and twilet of Dreading Cheny — My bed 
white and gold with curlings of pink and -silver brucayd 
held up a top by a goold (Jpid who seems always a 
smilin angillicly lion me, has I lay with my Ed on my 
piller hall sarounded with the didst Mechlin. 1 have a 
own man, a yuth under him, 2 groombs, and a fimmalo 
for the House — I’ve 7 oases: in core if I hunt this 
winter I must increase my ixtablishment. 

"JL B. Heverythink looking well in the City. Saint 
Helenas, 12 pin., Madagascans, tig, Saffron Hill and 
Rookery Junction, 24, and the new lines in prospick 
equity incouraging. 


"People phansy its hall gaiety and pleasure the life 
of us fashnabble gents about townd — But I can toll 
’em its not hall goold that glitters. They don’t know 
our momints of hagony, hour ours of studdy and re- 
fleeshim. They little think when they see Jeames do 
la Pluche, Exquire, worling round in walce at Halmax 
with Lady Haim, or kzaly stopping a kidrill with Imly 
Jane, poring, helegant nothing into the Countess’s hear 
at dinner, or gallopin liis hoss Desperation hover the 
exorcism ground ,in the Park, — they little think that 
leader of the tong, seaminkly so reckiiss, is a careworn 
maim! and yet so it is. 
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“Impryrmis. I’ve been ableged to get up all the 
ecomplishments at double quick, & to apply myself 'with 
freenieujuous energy, 

“First, — in border to give myself a hideer of ‘what 
a gentleman reely is — IVe read the nowle of Pelham 
six times , and am to go through it 4 times mor. 

“I practis ridin and the acquirement of ‘a steady and 
& a sure seat across Country’ assiduously.' 4 times a week, 
at the Hippvdrum Riding Grounds. Many’s the tumbil 
I’ve ad, and the aking boans I’ve suffered from, though 
I was grinnin in the Park or laffin at the Opra, 

u Every morning from 6 till 9, the innahitance of 
Halbany may have been surprised to hear the sounds of 
music ishuing from the apartmince of Jeames do la Pluche, 
Exquire , Letter Hex. It’s my dancmg-master. Prom 
six to nine we have walces and polkies — at nine 
‘mangtinng & depot ment,’ ns he calls it; & the manner 
of hentering a room, complimenting the ost & ostess 
& coxnpotting yourself at table. At nine I henter from 
iny dressing-room (has to a party), I make my how 
my master (he’s a Marquis in Prance, and ad misfortins, 
being connected with young lewy Nepoleum) reseaves 

mc J hadwance — speak abowt the weather & the 

toppix of tins day in an elegant & cussory manner. 
Brekfst is enounced by Ktaswarren, my r mann we 
precede to the festive hord — complimenco is igschanged 
with the maimer of drinking wind, addressing your 
neighbour, employing your napking & ffnger-glas, Ac. 
And then we fall to brekfst, when I prommiss you the 
Marquis don’t eat like a commoner. He says I’m gettn 
on very well — soon I shall be able to inwite people 
to brokfst, like Mr. Mills, my rivle in Halbany; 
Mr Macaulv, (who wrote that sweet hook of ballets, 
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4 The La js of Hancient Bum;’) & the great Mr. Iiod| 
himself. 
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mother and Huncle Bill. .She is a -washerwoman 
at Healing Common, and he — he keeps a vegetable 
donkey-cart ■ ■ ■■ ■ 

a Yj Y hadn’t John, the tiger, igscluded them? He 
had tried. But the unconscious, though worthy creeters, 
adwanced in spite of him, Huncle Bill bringing in the 
old lady grinning on his harm! , 

** Phanay my feelinx.” ' , yy. m ■ 


“Xmmagin when these unfortnat members of my famly 
hentered the room: you may phansy the ixtonnishment 
of the nobil company presnt Old Grann looked round 
the room quite astounded by its horientle splendor, and 
huncle Bill (pulling off his phantail, & seluting the 
company as respeckffy as his wulgar natur would alow) 
says — 4 Crikey, Jeames, you’ve got a better birth here 
than you ad where you were in the plush and powder 
line.’ 4 Try a few of them plovers begs, sir,’ I says, 
whishing, I’m asheamed to say, that somethink would 
choke huncle B — ; 4 and I hope, mam, now you’ve ad 
the kindniss to wisit me, a little refreshment wont be 
out of your way.’ 

44 This I said, detummind to put a good fase on the 
.matter; and because, in herly times I’d reseaved a great 
•deal of kindniss from the hold -lady, which I should be 
a roag to forgit. She paid for my schooling; she got 
up my fine tinning gratis; shes given me many & many 
a lb; and manys the time in appy appy days when me 
and Maryhann has taken tea. But never mind that . 
4 Main/ say® 1? ‘you must he tired hafter your walk.’ 

44 4 Walk? Nominee, Jeames/ says she; 4 its Saturday, 
& 1 came in, in the cart.* 4 Black or green tea, maam?’ 
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says Fitzwarren, iniarapting her. And I will say the 
feller showed his nouce & good breeding in this difficklt 
nxoniink; for he 'd halready silenced huncle Bill, whose 
mouth was now Ml of mufmx, am, Blowny sausag, 
Perrigole pie, and other dellixies. 

a 4 Wouldn’t you like a little somethmk in your tea, 
Mam/ says that sly wagg Cinqbars. S7r knows what 
I likes/ replies the hawfle hold Lady, pinting to me, 
(which I knew it very well, having often seen her take 
a glass of hojous gin along with her Bohee), and so 
I was ahleeged to border Fitzwarren to bring round the 
licures, and to help my unfortnii rellatif to a bumper of 
Ollands. She tost it hoff to the elth of the company, 
giving a smack with her lipps after she'd emtied the 
glas, which very nearly caused me to phaint with hagny. 
But, luckaly for me, she didn't igspose herself much 
farther: for when Cinqbars was pressing her to take 
another glas, I cried out, 1 Don't my lord,' on which 
old Grama hearing him edressed by Ms title, cried out, 

* A. Lord! o law!' and got up and made him a eutsy, and 
coodnt be peswaded to speak another word. The pre- 
sents of the noble gent* heavidently made her uneezy. 

fi The Countiss on my rigid and had shown! symtms 
of ixtream disgust at the beayyiour of my relations, and 
having called for her carridgc, got up to leave the 
room, with the most dignifted hair. I, of coarse, rose 
to conduct her to her Weakle. Ah, what a contrast it 
was! There it stood, with stars and garters hall hover 
the pannels; the footmin in peach-coloured tites; the 
bosses worth 3 hundred a-peace; — and there stood the 
horrid linnen~mrt , with 'Mary Blodder, Laundress, 
Ealing, Middlesex/ Wrote on the bord, and waiting till 
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“Cinqbars insisted upon helping her in. Sir End- 
dlestone 3T u ddlestone , the great bamet from the North, 
who, great as he is, is as stewpid as a howl, looked on, 
hardly trusting his goggle I ’s as they witnessed the sean. 
But little lively good naterd Lady Kitty Quickset, who 
was going away with the Conntiss, held her little & out 
of the earrklge to me and said, ‘Mr. De la Pluche, you 
are a much better man than I took you to be. Though 
her Ladyship is horrified, & though your Grandmother 
did take gin for breakfast, don’t give her up. No 
one ever came to harm yet for honoring their father 
& mother. 5 

“ And this was a sort of consolation to me, and 
I observed that all the good fellers thought none the 
wuss of me. Cinqbars said I was a trump for sticking 
up for the old washerwoman; Lord George Gills said 
she should have his limning; and so they cut their joax, 
and I let them. But it was a great releaf to my mind 
when the cart drove hoff. 

“There was one pint which my Grandmother observed, 
and which, I muss say, I thought lickwise; ‘Ho, Jearnes/ 
says she, “hall those fine ladies in sattns and velvets is 
very well, but there J s not one of em can hold a candle 
to Mary Haim . 555 


“Railway Spec is going on pbamusly. You should 
see how polite they bar at my bankers now! Sir Paul 
Pump Aldgate, & Company. They how me out of the 
back parlor as if I was a Eybobb. Every body says 
I’m worth half a millium. The number of lines they he 
putting me upon, is inkumseavable. I’ve put Eitzwarren, 
my man, upon several. Reginald Eitzwarren, Esquire, 



looks splended in a perspeetus; and the raskle owns that 
he has made two thowsnd. 

“How the ladies & men too, foUer and flatter me! 
If I go into Lady Binsis hopra box, she makes room for 
me, who ever is there, and cries out, *0 do make room 
for that dear creature!’ ■ And she eomplyments me on 
my taste in mnsick, or my new Broomoss, or the phansy 
of my weskit, and always ends by asking me for some 
shares. Old Lord Bareacres, as stiff as a poaker, as 
prowd as Loosyfer, as poor as Joah — eten he con- 
dysends to he siwle to the great I)e la Pluehc, and 
begged me at Harthur’s, lately, in his sollom, ponipus 
way, ‘to faver him with five minutes* conversation,* 
I knew what was coming — application for shares — 
put him down on my private list. Wouldn’t mind the 
Scrag End Junction passing through Bareacres — hoped 
I *d come down and shoot there. 

“I gave the old Immbugg a few shares out of my 
own pocket. ‘There, old Pride,* says I, ‘I like to see 
you down on your knees to a footman. There, old Pom- 
possaty! Take fifty pound; I like to see you come crin- 
ging and begging for it.* Whenever I see Mm in a very 
public place, I take my change for my money. I digg 
Mm in the ribbs, or slap Ms padded old shoulders. 1 
call Mm, ‘Bareacres,’ my old buck!* and I see him wince. 
It does my art good. 

“I*m in low sperits. A disagreeable insadent has 
just occurred. Lady Pump, the banker’s wife, asked me 
to dinner. I sat on her right, of coarse, with an un- 
common gal her me, with whom I was getting on in my 
fassanating way — full of lacy ally (as the Marquis says) 
and easy plesntry. Old . Pump, from the end of the 
table, asked me to drink shampane: and on turning to 
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tak the glass I saw Charles Waekles (with womb I’d 
been imployed at Colonel Spurriers’ house) grinning oyer 
his shoulder at the butler. 

“The beest reckonised me. Has I was putting on 
my palto in the hall, he came up again: Mow dy doo 
Jeam.es/ says he, in a findish visper.' 'Just come out 
here, Chawles/ says I, 'I’ve a .word for you, my old 
boy.’ So I beckoned Mm into Portland Place, with my 
pus in my hand, as if I was going to give him a soyaring. 

'"I think you said "Jeames,” Chawles/ says I, 'and 
grind at me at dinner?’ ' 

‘"Why, sir/ says he, "we’re old friends , you know.’ 

'"Take that for did friendship then/ says I, and I 
gave Mm just one on ’the noas, wMch sent Mm down 
on the payemint as if he ’d been shot. And mounting 
myjesticly* into my cabb, I left the rest of the grinning 
scoundrills to pick him up, & droav to the Clubb.” 
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grow there altogether, I gave Bareaeres 50 L an acre 
this land (the igsaet premium of my St. Helena 

Shares) a very handsom price for land which never 

yielded two shillings an acre; and very convenient to 
know, who had a hill coming duo at his 
he had given them. Janies de la Pluohe, 
is thus for the fust time a landed proprietor — * 
I should say, is about to reshuine the rank 
in the country which his Haneestors so long 


“I 'have caused one of our inginears to make me a 
plann of the Squallop Estate, Diddlesexhire, the property 
&e., &e., bordered on the North by Lord Bareaeres* 
Gauntry; on the West by Sir Granby Growler; on the 
South by the Hotion. An Arkytect & Survare, a young 
feller of great emagination, womb we have employed to 
make a survey of the Great Oatfrarian line, has built me 
beautiful Yillar (on paper), Plushton Hall, Diddlesex, 
the seat of I de la P., Esquire. The house is repraseuted 
handsome Itallian Strueter, imbusmd in woods, and 
cixeumwented by beautiful gardings. Thercs a lake in 
front with boatsful of nobilkty and musiiions doting on 
its placid sufface — and a curricle is a driving up to 
the grand hentrance, and me in it, with Mrs., or per- 
liaps Lady Hangelana de la Pluche. I speak adwisedly- 
/ may ho going to form a noble kincxiun. I may be (by 
marridge) going to unight my family once more with 
Harry stoxy, from which misfortn has for some sentries 
separated ns. I have dreams of that sort. 

“I*ve scan sevral times in a daliti&e vifhxi a serting 
Erl* standing in a hattitude of benbydiction, and ratta- 
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fving my union with a setting butifle young lady, his 
daughter. Phansy Mr. or Sir Jeames and lady Hangelma 
de la Pluolie I Ho! That -will the old washy woman, my 
grandmother, say? She may sell her mangle then, and 
shall too by my honour as a Gent.” 


«Ka for Squallop Hill, its not to he emadgind that 1 
was going to give 5000 lb. for a bleak mounting like 
that, unless I bad some ideer in yew. Ham 1 not 
Director of the Grand Diddlesex? Don’t Squallop he 
^mediately betwigst Old Bone House, Single Gloster, an 
Scrag End, throngb which cities our line passes. _ 
have 400,000 lb. for that mounting, or my name is not 
Jeames. I have arranged a little barging too for 
friend the Erl. The line will' pass through a hangle ol 
Bareacre Park. He shall have a good compmsataon 
premia yon; and then I shall get back the 30001 lent 
him. His banker’s aeonnt, I fear, is m a homd state. 

[ The Diary now for several days contains parti- 
culars of no interest to the public. ~~ e ] a0 
randa of City dinners — meetings of Dn-eeton 
, — fashionable parties in which Mr. Jeames 
figures, and nearly always by the side of his 
new friend, Lord Bareaeres, whose pompos- 
saty,” as previously deeribed, seem to have 
almost entirely subsided.] 

We then come to the following: - 

u 'With a ■pro'wd and th.aB.kiie Art, 1 
mmiing’s Gyzdt tie foHoing news: — 

‘“Commission signed by the Lord Lieutenant of 
County of Diddlesex. 


m 
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‘“James Avamrm m laPixche, Esquire, to be De- 
puty Lieutenant/ ’’ 


“‘North Diddlesex .Regiment of Yeomanry Cavalry. 
“James Augustus de* la Pluehe, Esquire, .to be 
Captain, vice Blowhard, promoted.”’ 


“And his it so? Hain I' indeed a killed propriator — ■ 
a Deppaty Leftnant — a Capting? May 1 hatend the 
Cort of my Sowing? and dror a sayber in my country’s 
defens? I wish the French wood land, and me at the 
head of my squadring on my boss Desparation. How I’d 
extonish ’em! How the gals will si are when they sec.* me 
in vo uniform! How Mary Harm would — hut nonsince! 
I’m halways thinking of that pore gal. She’s left Sir 
John’s. She couldn’t abear to stay after I went, I’ve 
heerd say. I hope she ’s got a good place. Any smnm 
of money that would sett her up in hisuiss, or make her 
comparable, I’d come down with like a maim. I told 
my gramnother so, who sees her, and rode down to 
Healing on porpose on Desparation to leave a live lb boat 
in an anvylope. But she ’s sent it back, sealed with a 
thimbill” 


“ Tuesday . Jteseavd the folloing letter from Lord B , 

rellatiff to my presntation at Cort and the Younilbrni I 
shall wear on that hospicidus seramony : — 

‘“My dear de la Plitohk, 

“‘I think you had bettor be presented as a Deputy 
lieutenant. As for the Diddlesex Yeomanry, I hardly 




c. JEAMES EE LA PLTTCHE, ESQ. JJO 

know what the uniform is now. The last time we were 
out , was in 1803, when the Prince of Wales reviewed 
ns, and when we wore French grey jackets, leathers, 
red morocco boots, crimson pelisses, brass helmets with 
leopard-skin and a white plume, and the regulation pig- 
tail of eighteen inches* .That. dress will hardly answer 
at present, and must be modified, of course. We were 
called the White Feathers, in those days. For my part, 
X decidedly recommend the Deputy Lieutenant. 

«<I shall be happy to present you at the Leyee and 
at the Drawing -room. Lady Bareacres will be in town 
for the 13th, with Angelina, who will be presented on 
that day. My wife has heard much of you, and is 
anxious to make your acquaintance. 

a 1 All mv people are backward with their rents, for 
Heaven’s sake, my dear fellow, lend me five hundred 


and oblige 


‘Yours, very gratefully, 

“ ‘Baueacres.’ 


“Note. 
Leftnant - 


Bareacres may press me about the Depity 
• but I V for the eawlery.” 


“Jewly will always be a sacrid anniwussary with 
me. It was in that month that I became persnally ee- 
nuaintid with my Brins and my gracious Sovarmk. 

“Long before the bospitious event acurd, you may 
imadgin that my busm was in no triffling flutter. Sleaplis 
of nights, I past thorn thinking of the great cwent — or 
if igsosted natur did clothes my highlids — the eyedear 
of mv waldng thoughts pevaded _ my shimmers. Oorts, 
JSrls presntations , Goldstk, gracious feovarm.se menglmg 

Tluickeran, Miscetlmies. IV. 
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; in my dreembs uneeasnly. I blush to say it (for humin 
prisumpshn never' surely igseeded that of my wicked 
. wiekid vislm). One might I aerially dreimt that Her It. 
H. the Princess Hallis was grown up, and that there 
was a Cabinit Counsel to detummin whether her & was 

* to be bestead on me or the Prims of Sax-Muffinhausen- 
•Pumpenstcin, a young Prooslm or Germing zion of 
nobillaty. • t ask ' umly parding for -Ibis hordaeious 

■ ^ “I said, in my foamier remarx, that I bad detum- 
; mined; to be presented to the moths of my reveared 

■ forming in a melintary eosebewm. The Court-shoots in 
which Sivillians attend a Levy are so umcommimg like 
the — the — - livries (ojous wud! I 8 to put it down) I 

used to wear before entering sosiaty, that I couldn’t 
abide the notium of wearing one. My detummination 
was fumlv hxt to apeer as a Yominry Cavilry Hofflser, 
in the "galleant younifofm of the North Dicidlesex 
Huzzas. 

“Has that redgmint had not been out sins 1803, I 

• thought . myself quite hotherizecl to make such h altera- 
tions in the youniform as shuited the presnt rime and 
my metured and elygint taste.’ Pigtales was out of the 
question, Tites I was detummind to mint aim. My legg 
is praps the tlnist pint about me, and I was risolved not 
to hide it under a booshle. 

“I phixt on searrit .rites, then, imbridered with.goold 
as I have seen Widdicomb wear them at Hashleys when 
me and Mary Hann used to go there. Ninety-six guineas 
worth' of rich goold lace and cord did I have myhander- 
ing hall hover those shbperb inagspressables.- 

“Yellow maroeky Jfeshn boots, red eels, 1 ' goold spurs 
and goold lassies as bigg as belpulls. 
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“Jackit — French gray and silver oringe ‘Lasings & 
cuphs, according to the old pain; belt, green and goold, 
tight round my pusn, & settin hoff the ecmetry of my 
figgar not disadvmtajusly. 

“A huzza paieese of pupple velvit & sable fir. A 
sayber of Demaskus steal, and a sabertash (in which I 
kep my Odiclone and imbridered pocket ankereher), 
kimpleat my acooterments, which without vannaty, was, 
I .tatter myself, nneak. ■ 

‘‘But the crownding triumph was my hat. I coulrlnt 
wear a cock At. The huzzahs dont use ’em. I wouldnt 
wear the hojous old brass Elmet & Leppardskin. 1 
ehoas a hat which is dear to the memry of hevery 
Brittn; an at which was inwented by my Feeld Marslxle 
and adord Prins; an At which .vulgar prejidis $ Joakmg 
has in vane etempted to run down. I chose the Hax- 
bebt At. I didnt tell Bareacres of this egsabishn of 
loilty, intending |o surprise him. The white ploom of 
the "West Middlesex Yomingry I fixt on the topp 
of this Shaeko, where it spread hout like a shaving- 
brush. 

A You may be sure that befor the fatle day arrived, 
I didnt niglect to practus my part well; and had sevral 
rekustles , as they say. 

“This was the way. I nsed to dress myseli‘ in my 
full togs. I made Fitzwarren, my boddy servnt, stand 
at the dor, and figger as the Lord in Waiting. 1 put 
Mrs. Bicker, my laundress, in my grand harm chair to 
reprasent the horgust pusn of my Sovring — Frederick, 
my secknd man, standing on her left, in the hattatude 
of an illustrus Prins Consort. Hall the Candles were 
lighted. ‘ Captain de la Pluche , presented by fieri 
Bareacres / Fitzwarren, mv man, . igsclaimed, as ad- 

15 *' 



wanting I made obasins to the Thrown, N.ealin on one 
nee, I east a glass of unhnttarable loilty towards The 
British Orownd, then stepping gracefully Imp, (my J31- 
mascns Simiter would git betwigst my ligs, in so doink, 
which at fust was wery disagreeble) — rising imp grase- 
fly, I say, I flung a look' of manly hut respcckti liom- 
niitch tords my Prins, and then ellygntly ritreated 
backards out of the Boil Presents. I kep my 4 s units 
hup for 4 hours at this gaym. the night before my plan- 
tation, and yet I was the fust to be hup with the sun- 
rice. I coodnt sleep that night. Jly abowt six o’clock 
in the morning I was drest in my full uniform — and I 
didnt know how to pass the inteiweaning hours. 

“ ‘My Granmother hajsnt seen me in full plixgg/ says 
I. ‘It will rejoice that pore old sole to behold one of 
her race so suxestle in life/ Has I ave read in the 
norle of ‘Keimle worth/ that the Her! goes down in Oort 
dress and extoneshes JImny Robs art, I will go down in 
all my splendor and astownd my old wushywoman of a 
Granmother. To make this detummination ; to border 
my Broom; to knock down Frederick the groomb for de- 
laying to bring it; was with me the wuek of a momint. 
The next sor as galliant a eavyleer as hevor rode in a 
cabb, skowcring the road to Healing. 

“I arrived at the well-known eottitch. My hunele 
was habsent with, the cart, but the dor of the Jiumble 
eboad stood hopen, and I passed through the little gard- 
ing where the close was hanging out to dry. My snowy 
ploom was ableeged to bend under the lowly porch, as I 
hentered the apartmint. 

“ There was a smell of tea there — there ’is always a 
smell of tea there — the old lady was at her Boh.ec #« 
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.usual. I advanced teds her; hut ha! phansy my 
nishment when I sor Mary Hann! 

“I halmost faintid with himotion. 'Ho, Jeames! 
(she has said to me subscjuintly) 'mortial mann 
looked so bewtide as you did when you arrived on the 
day of the Levy. You were no longer mortial, you were 
diwine!’ 

“E! what little Justas the Hartist has done to my 
mannly etraetions in the groce carriketure he’s made 
of me.” 

* 

« 

" Hothing, perhaps, ever created so great a sensashun 
as my hentrance to St. Jeames’s, on the day of the Levy. 
The Tuckish Hambasdor himself was not so much re- 
marked as my shuperb turn out. 

"As a Millentary man, and a North Diddlesex Hmza, 
I was resolved to come to the ground on hossback. I had 
Desparation phigd out as a charger, and got 4 Melentery 
dresses from Ollywcll Street, in which I drest my 2 men 
(Eitzwarren, hout of livry, woodnt stand it), and 2 fellers 
from EinxLes, where my hosses stand at livry. I rode 
up St. Jeames’s Street, with my 4 Hadyeongs — the 
people kuzzaying — the gals waving their hankerchers, 
as if I were a Poring Prins — hall the winders erowdid 
to see me pass. 

"The guard must have taken me for a Hempror at 
least, when I came, for the drams beat, and the 
guard turned out and seluted me with presented 

harms. 

"What a momink of triumtk it was! I sprung my- 
jestickly from Desperation. I gav the rains to one of 
my horderlies, and, salewting the crowd, I past into the 
presnts of my Most Gracious Mrs. 
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“You, peraps, may igspect that I should narrait at 
lenth the suckmstanzas of my hawjinee . with the British 
Crown. But I am not one who would gratafy impultriint 
curaiosaty . llispeet for our ■ reckonijzed iustatewtions is 
my fust quallaty. I, for one, mil dye rallying round 
my Thrown, : 

“Sufhse it to say, when I stood In the Horgust 
Presets, — when I sor on the right & of my Himperial 
Sovring that Most Gracious Prims, to admire womb has 
been the chief Objick of my life, my busum was sensed 
with an imotium winch my Penn rifewses to (Escribe — 
my trembling knees halmost rifused .their hoffis — I reek- 
leek nothing mor until I was found phainting in the 
harms of the Lord Chamherling. Sir Itobert Peal apnd 
to be standing by (I knew our wuthy Priinmier by 
j Punch’s picture of him, igspecially his digs), and he was 
conwnssing with a man of womb I shall say nothink, 
but that he is a Hero of 100 fites, and he vnry file he fit 
he one. Nead I say that I elude to Harthur of "Wei- 
lingtang? I introjuieed myself to these dents, and in- 
tend to improve the equaintanee, and pomps asf Guv- 
mint for a Barnetoy. 

“But there was another pusn womb on this droiing- 
room I fust had the inagsprossablc dalito to boold. This 
was that Star of fashing, that Sinecure of neighbouring 
i % as Milting observes, the ecoxnplisht Lady Hangelina 
Thistlewood, daughter of my extent frond, John George 
Godfrey de Bullion Thistiewood, Earl of Bareacres, Baron 
Southdown, . in the Peeridgo of the United Kingdom, 
Baron Haggiamore, in Scotland, JL T. f Lord Lefbaant of 
the County of Biddlesex., &c. &e. This young lady was 
with her Noble Ma, -when I was kinducted fords her. 
And surely ne^er lighted on this hearth a' more delight- 



fle visba. In that gallixy of Bewty the Lady Hangelina 
(was the fairest Star — - in that reath of Loveliness the 
sweetest- Rosebud! Pore Mary Haim, ray ‘Art’s young 
affeekshns had been senterd on , thee; but like water 
’through a\ si vv, her immidge disapeared in a momink, 
and left me- intransd in the presnts of ’ Hangelina! 

• s "Lady ( Bareac res’ made me' a myjestiek bow*— a 
grand and hawfle pusnagc her Ladyship is,, with' a Ho- 
ming Nose, and- an enawmus ploom of Hostridge phe- 
thers; the fare Hangelina smiled with a sweetness per? 
liekly hewhiidring, and said, ‘0, Mr. He la Pluche, I 
■so delighted to make your acquaintance, I have often 
heard of you/ ‘ ' * * • 

. ‘ “‘Wo,- says, I, ‘has mentioned, my insiggnificknt 
igsistanee to the fair Lady Hangelina, hel bonurc 'igstmim 
poor ?nwaw; (for you see I’ve n,o.t • studdied Felham for 

■ nothink, and have lunt a few French phraees, without 
which no Gent of fashn speaks now). 

“‘0/ replies my lady, ‘it was Papa first; and then 
very, very old friend of yours.’ • 

‘“■Whose name is/ says I, pusht on by my stoopid 
curawsaty — 

‘“Hoggins — Mary Ann Hoggins’ — ansurred my 
My (Ming pint to splitt her little sides.) ‘She is my 
maid, Mr. He la Pluche, and I’m afraid you are a very 
sad, sad person.’* 

' ‘“A mere baggyteH,? says I. ‘In fommer days 'I 
was equainted with that young woman; but 
suekmstancies have' sepparated us for hever, and ■ mong 

■ cure is irratreevably per dew elsewhere.’ 

‘“Ho tell ‘ me all about it. Who is it? When 
it? We are all dying to know.’ 

".‘Since, about tw r o mixmits, and the Lady’s name 
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gins with a Ha, says I, looking her tendarly in the 
face, and conjring up hall the fassanations of my 
smile. 

■ “‘Mr. De la Pluehe/ here said' a gentleman in whis- 
kers and mistashes standing by, ‘hadn't you better take 
your spurs nut of the Countess of Bareaeres’ train?’ 
‘Never mind Mamma’s train’ (said Lady Hangelina): 
‘this is the great Mr. Be la Pluehe, who is to make all 
our fortunes — yours too. Mr. Be la Pluehe, let me 
present you to Captain George Silvertop/ — The Capt- 
ing bent just one jint of Ms back very slitelv; I refund 
his stare with equill hottiness. ‘Go and see for Lady 
Bareaeres’ carridge, Charles,’ says his Lordship; and 
vispers to me, ‘a cousin of ours — a poor relation/ So 
I took no notis of the feller when he came hack, nor 
in my subsquint visits to Hill Street, where it seems 
a knife and fork was laid reglar for this shabby 
Capting” 


“ Thusday Night . — 0 Hangelina, Hangelina, my 
pashn for you hogments daily! I’ve bean with her two 
the Hopra. I sent her a bewtilie Camellia Jyponiky 
from Covn Gar&ing, with a request she would wear if. 
in her raving Air. I wear another in my butn*.ole. 
Evns, what was my sattusfaekshn as I leant hover her 
chair, and igsaminined the house with my glas! 

“She was as sulky and silent as pawspk, however 
~ ^ ouId scarcely speck; although X kijoled her with, a 
thowsnd little plesntries. I spose it was because that 
wulgar raskle Silvertop, wood stay in the box. As if 
he didif know (Lady B.’s as deaf as a poast and counts 
for nofhink) that people sometimes like a tatytaty 



“Friday. — I was sleeples all nigM. I gave 
to my feelings in the folioring lines — there’s -a hair 
out of Balfe’s Hopera that she’s fond of. I edapted 
to that mellady. 

“ She was in the droring-roora alone with Lady 
She was wohhling at the pyamia as I hentered. I flung 
the convasation upon mewsick; said I sung myself, (I’ve 
ad lesns lately of Signor Twankydillo) ; and, on her 
rekwesting me to faver her with somethink, I bust 
with my pom: 


“‘WHEN MOONLIKE GER THE HAZURE SEAS 


1 When moonlike ore the hazure seas 
In. soft effulgence swells, 

When silver jews and balmy breaze 
Bend down the Lily’s bells; 

When calm and (leap , the rosy sleap 
Has lapt your soal in drecms , 

R Hangeline ! R lady mine ! 

Dost thou remember Jeames? 


' I mark thee in the Marble A11 , 
Where Englands loveliest shine — 
I say the fairest of them hall 
la Lady Hangeline. 

My soul, in desolate eclipse, 

With recollection teems — 

And then. I hask, with weeping lips, 
Dost thou remember Jeames? 


u * Away ! I may not tell thee hall 
This soughring heart endures — 
There is a lonely sperrit-call 
That Sorrow never cures; 

There is a little, little Star, 

That still above me beams 
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“When - 1 came to the last words, ‘Dost thou re- 
member Je-e-e-ams,* I threw such an igspresshn of tin- 
uttrable tenderniss. into the shake at the hend. that 
could hare it no more. A bust . of uncumtrol- 
emotion" seized her. She put her ankereher to her 
face and left the room. I heard her luffing and sobbing 
historickly in the bedwor. 

“Q Hangelina — . My adord one, My Arts joy!” 


“Babeacres, me, the ladies of the famly, with their 
, Southdown, B’s eldest son, and George Si Ivor top, 
the shabby Capting (who scam.es to ; git, leaf from his 
ridgmint whenever he likes), have beene down into 
Diddlesex for a few days, enjying the spawts of the 
feald- there. 

“ Sever having done much in the gunning line (since 
when a hinnasent boy, me and Jim Cox used to go out 
at Healing, and shoot sparrers in the Edges with a 
pistle) ' — I was reyther dowtfle as to my limes, as a 
shot, and practusd for some days at a sfoughd bird in a 
shooting gallery, which a chap histed up and down with, 
string. I sugseaded in ittiug the hannimle pretty 
I bought Awker’s Shooting-Guide, 1 two double- 
Mantings, and salcoted from the French prints 
the most gawjtis and idlygaut sportting ehillv- 
A life blue velvet and gooid cap, wear very 
much on one hear, a cravatt of jailer k green im~ 
broiderod satting, a weskit of Hie MeGrigger plaid, A a 
jacket of the McAYhirter tartn, (with large motherapurl 
butns, engraved with coaches. & esses, and sporting sub- 
jix), high leather gayters, and marocky shooting shoos, 
was the simple hellymence of my costewm, and' I flatter 



“What an advance that gal has made since 
been in Lady Hangelina’s company! Sins she wears her 


myself set hoff my figger in rayther a fayverabie way, 
I took down none' of my own pnsnal istablishmint ex- 
cept Eitz warren* my hone inann, and my grooms, with 
Desparation and my curricle osses , and the Eourgong 
containing my dressing-case and close. • 

U I "was hevery where introjuieed in the county as the 
great Bail-road Cappitlist, who was . to make Diddlesex 
the most prawsperous districk of the hempire. ‘The 
squires prest forrards to welcome the new comer amongst 
’em; and we had a Hagricultural Mealing of the Bare- 
acres tenantry, where I made a speech droring tears 
from heavery i It was in compliment to a layborer 
who had brought up sixteen children, and lived sixty 
years on the istate on seven bobb a week. I am 
prowd, though I know my station. I shook hands 
that mann in lavinder kidd gloves. I told him that the 
purshuit of hagrieulture was the noblist hockupations .of 
humannaty: I spoke of the yarning of Hengland, who 
(under the command of my hancisters) had conquered at 
Hadjincouxt & Cressy ; and I gave him a pair of new 
velveteen inagspressables, with two and six in each 
pocket, as a reward for three score years of labor. Eitz- 
warren, my man, brought them forrards on a salting 
cushing. Has I sat down, defning cheats selewted the 
h orator; the band struck up 'The Good Old English. 
Gentleman/ I looked to the ladies galry; my Hangelina 
waived her ankasher and kissd her and I sor in 
dlstans that pore Mary Hann efected evidently to tears 
: by my ellaquints.”. 
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young lady’s igsploded gownds and, retired caps and 
ribbings, there’s an ellygance abowt her which is 
pufEekly admarable; and which, had did to her own 
natral bewty & sweetniss, creates in my boozum sertiug 
sensatiurus * * * Shorl I mustn't .give way to 

fealinx unwuthy of a member of the aristoxy. What 
can she be to me but a mear recklection — , a viskn of 
former ears ? 


“I’m blest if I dida mistake her for Hangelina her- 
self yesterday. I met her in the grand Colly doro of 
Bareacres Castle. I sor a lady in mduraeolly hattafude 
gaeing outawinder at the setting sun , which was 
eluminating the fair pars and gar dings of the huneient 
demean. 

Bewchus Lady Hangelina/ says I — f A penny for 
yonr Ladyship’s thought/ says I. 

“‘Ho Jeames! Ho, Mr. Dc la PtueheP hansered a 
well-known rice, with a haxnt of sadnis which went to 
art. l You know what thoughts are, well enough. I 
was thinking of happy, happy old times, when both of 
were poo — poo — oor/ says "Mary Haim, busting out 
in a phit of crying, a tiling I can’t chide. I took her 
and tried to cumffc her: I pinted out the diti rents of our 
sitawashns; igsplained to her that proppatv has its jewties 
as well as its previletches, and that vvf juty clearly was 
to marry into a noble famly. I kep on talking to her 
(she* sobbing and going hon hall the time) till Lady 
Hangelina herself came up — 4 The real Riming Power/ 
as they say in the play. 

“There they stood together — them two young wo- 
I don’t know which is the Msamesi I coodn 
I eoodnt help comparing my- 



"That ungrateful beest Mtzwarren — my oan 
■■— a teller I ve maid a fortune for — - a feller X give 
1001b. per hamnim to! — a low bred W ally dyshamber 1 
lie must be thinking of falling id. love too! and 
me to bis imperence. 

"He ’s a great big athlatic feller — six foot i, 
a pair of black whiskers like air-brushes — with a look 
of a Colonel in the barmy — a dangerous pawmpus- 
spoken raskle I warrant you. I was coming ome from 
shuiting this hafternoon — and passing through Lady 
Hangelina’s fiour-garding, who should I see in the sum- 
merouse , but Mary Hann pretending to em an ankyshr 
and Mr. Fitzwarren paying his cort to her. 

. ‘“You may as well have me, Mary Hann/ says 
HVe saved money. We ’ll take a public-house and I’ll 
make a lady of you. I ’m not a purse-proud ungrateful 
fellow like Jeames — who’s such a snob (‘such a skobb’ 
was his very words!) that I ’m ashamed to wait on him 
— who ’s the laughing stock of all the gently and 
housekeeper’s room too — try a man, 9 says he — ‘ 
he taking on about such a humbug as Jeames.’ 

“Here ymuig Joe the keaper’s sun, who was carrying 
my bagg, bust out a lading — thereby causing Mr. F.ifz- 
warren to turn round and intarupt this polite eonvasation. 

“1 was in such a rayge. ‘Quit the building, 
Haim/ says I to the yoimg woman - — ‘and you, 
Fitzwarrcn, have the goodness to remain.’ 

‘“I give you warning/ roars he, looking black, 
valler — * all the colours of the ranebo. 
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self to a ccrtrng Hannimle I’ve read of, that found it 
diffieklt to make a cboice betwigst 2 Bundles of A.” 
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I . “'Take hoff.your coat, you impcrent, htmgrateful - | 

I scoundH/o^^ 

I * “ £ It’s not your livery/ says he. ' 

I ’ £££ Feraps you 11 understand me, when 1 take off my 

I own/ says I , imbuttoning the mothorapurls of the 

| MacWhirter tartn. /Take, my jackit, Joe/ says I to the 

• ] )0 j j — and put myself in a hattitude about which there 
was no mistmjh 

* ' # * * # * 

1 . “He *8 2 stone heavier than me — and knows the 

I use of Ms ands as well as most men; hut. in a file, 

Mood 9 s everytfa'nk; the' Snobb can’t stand before tin* gen- 
; tieman; and I should have killed him, 1 \t little doubt, 

but they came and stopt the fite betwigst us before we’d 
, ' had more than 2 rounds, 

“ I punisht the raskle tremenjusly in that time, though ; 
and I ’m writing this in my own sittn-room, not being 
; ■ able to come down to dinner on account of a black-eye 

I Ve got, which is sweld up and disfiggrs me dreadilT 


.! • “On account of the hoMe black i which I reseaved in 

u my rangcoimter with the hiniimus Fitsjwarreu, I kep my 

roomb for sevml days, with the rose-coloured curlings of 
the apartmint closed, so as to form an agreeable twilike; 
juid a light-bloo sattin shayd over the injard pheaeher. 
My woons was thus made to become, me. as much as 
pawsable; and (has the Poiek well observes ‘.Nun but 
Jh the Brayv desuvs the Fare’) I cumsoled myself in the 

j sasiaty of the ladies for my tempory disfiggarment. 

!’ , “ft was Mary Hann who summind the House and, 

I P^t an end to my phistycoughs with Fite warren, I licked 

Mm and bare Min no mallis; but of corse I 'dismast the 

' A 

C. . ■ 1 ■■ 1 ' * ' ' 
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imperent scoundrill from my suwis , apinting Adolphus, 
my page, to his post ofeonfidenshle Valley. 

-^ary Hann and her young and lovely Mrs. kep 
paying me eontinyoul visits during my retiremint. Lady 
Hangelina was halways sending me messidges by her: 
while my extent friend , Lady Bareacres (on the contry) 
was always sending me toakns of affeckshn by Hangelina. 
How it was a eoolin hi-lotium, inwented *by herself,* that- 
her Ladyship would perseribe — then, agin, it would be 
a hooky of flowers (my favrit polly hantliuses, pella- 
goniums, and jyponikys), which none hut the fair &s of 
Hangelina could dispose about the chamber of the bin- 
vyleed. Ho! those dear mothers! when they wish to 
find a; chans for a galliant young feller, or to ixtablish’ 
their dear gals in life, what awpertunities they will give 
a man! . Yon ’d have phansied I' was so hill (on account 
of my black hi), that I couldnt live exsep upon chicking 
and spoon-meat, and jellies, and blemonges, and that I 
eonldnt eat the latter dellixies (which I ebomminate 
ontemoo, preferring a cut of beaf or muttn to hall the 
kickpshaws of Franee), unless Hangelina brought them. 
I et ’em, and sac-rafised myself for her dear sayk. 

“I may stayt here that in privit convasations with 
old Lord- B. and his son, I had mayd my propoasls for 
Hangelina, and was axepted, and hoped soon to be made 
the appie'st gent in Hengland. 

“‘You must break the matter gently to her,’ said her 
hexlent father. ‘You have my warmest wishes, my dear 
Mr. Be la Pluche, and those of my Lady Bareacres; but- 
I am not — not quite, certain about Lady Angelina’s 
feelings. Girls are wild and romantic. They do not see 
the necessity of prudent establishments, and 1 have never 
yet been able to make Angelina understand .the ernbar- 
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rassments of her family. These silly creatures prate 
about lore and a cottage, -and despise advantages which 
heads than theirs know how to estimate. 

“<Do you mean that she airit fassauated by we." 
savs I, busting out at this outrayjus idcer. 

J < f< She will be, my dear sir. You have already pleased 
your admirable manners must succeed in cap- 
tivating her, and a fond father’s wishes .will be crowned 
the' day in which yon enter our family.’ 

“ ‘Reeklect, gents,’ says I to the 2 lords, — a barg- 
ing’s a barging — I’ll pay hoff Southdown’s Jews, when 
I ’m his brother — as a straynger — (.tins I said m a 
sarcastickle toan) — I wouldnt take such a hlhaty. W hen 
’m your suninlor I ’ll treble the valyou oi jour. estajt, 
T1 make your incumbrinces as light as a trait, and 
regtor the ousc of Bareacres to its herly splender. But 
pig in a poak is not the way of transacting bisniss mi- 
ployed by Jeames Do la Pluche, Esquire.’ 

“And I had a right to speak in this way. I was 
one of the greatest scrip-holders in Hengland; and cal- 
clated on a kilossle fortune. All my shares was rising 
immense. Every poast l>rot me noose that I was scvral 
thowsnds richer than the day befor. I was detummind 
not to rcerlizc till the proper time, and then to buy 
istates; to found a new family of Deiapluehes, and to 
alie myself with the aristoxy of my country, 

“These pints I reprasented to pore Mary Haim hover 
and hover agin. 4 If you’d been Lady Iiangelina, my 
$ear gal,’ says I, 4 1 would have married you: and why 
don’t I? Because my dooty prowents me. I’m a marter 
to dooty; and you, my pore gal, must cumsole yorself 
with that ideer.* . 

“There seamd to be a consperracy, too, between that 
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Bilvertop and Lady Hangelina to drive me to the same 
pint. ‘What a plucky fellow you were, Pluclie/ says lie 
(he was raytlier more familiar than I liked), ‘in your 
fight with Eitz warren! — to engage a man of twice your 
strength and science, though you were sure to he beaten 
(this is an etroashous folsood: I should have finnisht Eitz 
in 10 minnits), for the sake of poor Mary Hann! That’s 
a generous fellow. I like to see a man risen to eminence 
like you, having his heart in the right place. 'When is 
to be the marriage, my hoy?’ 

“‘Cap ting S.,’ says I, ‘my mamdge consunns your 
most umhle servnt a precious sight more than you;’ — 
and I gev him to understand I didn’t want him to pnt 
in Ms ore — I wasn’t afrayd of his whiskers, I prommis 
you, Capting as he was. I’m a British Lion, I am: as 
brayv as Bonypert, Hannihle, or Holiver Crummle, and 
would face bagnits as well as any Evy drigoon of ’em all. 

•‘Lady Hangelina, too, igspawstulated in her hartfl. 
way. ‘Mr. De la Pliiehe (seshee), why, why press this 
point: You can’t suppose that you will be happy with 
a person like me?’ 

*'“I adoar yon, charming gal!’ says I, ‘Meyer, never 
go to say any such thing.’ ■ b : 

‘“You adored Mary Ann first;’ answers her Lady- 
ship; ‘you can’t keep your eyes off her now. If any 
man courts her you grow so jealous that you begin 
beating him. Yon will break the girl’s heart if you 
don’t marry her, and perhaps some one else’s — but you 
don’t Blind that! 

“‘Break joins, you adoarible creature! I’d die first! 
And as for Mary Hann, she will git over it; people's 
arts aint hroakn so easy. Once for all, suckmstances is 
changed betwigst me . and er. It ’s a pang to part with 

Thackeray, Miscellanies. IF. Id 
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her, (says I, my fine M’s filling with tears), hut part 

from. her I must/ 

“It was eurius to • remark ahowt that singlar gal; 
Lady Ilangelina, that melumcolly as she* was when she 
was talking to me, and ever so disxui — yet she kep on 
lading every minute like the juice and all. 

“‘What a sacrifice!’ says she, ‘it’s like Napoleon 
giving up JosepMne. .'What anguish it must cause to 
your susceptible heart.!’ 

■“‘It does/ says I - — ‘Bagnios i’ (Another lafil) 

“ ‘And if — if I don’t accept you ■ — • you will 
invade the States of the Emperor, my Papa, and I am 
to be made the sacrifice and the occasion of peace be- 
tween you!’ 

“•‘I don’t know what you’re eluding to about Josey- 
feen and Hemperors your Pas; but I know that your 
Pa’s estate is over hedaneers morgidged; that if some 
one don’t elp Mm, he’s no better than an old pawperj 
that he owes me a lot of money; and that I’m the man 
that can sell him up boss & foot; or set Mm up agen — 
that ’s what I know, Lady Iiangelina/ says I, with a 
hair as much as to say, “Put that in your ladyship’s 
pipe and smoke it/ 

“And so I left her, and nex day a sorting iaslmabie 
. paper enounced - 

“ ‘MahiuactE ix High Life, — We hear that a ' 
matrimonial union is on the tapis between a gentleman 
who has made a colossal fortune in the Pail way 'World, 
only daughter of a noble earl, whose estates are 

is fixed for tMs 
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“Contry to my expigtations (but when or ow. can we 
reckn upon the fealinx of wimming?) Mary Han. didn't 
seem to be much efected by the hideer of my marridge 
with Hangelinar. I was rayther disapinted peraps that 
the fickle young ’gal reckumsiled herself so easy to 
giving me hup, for we Gents are creechers of vannaty 
after ah, as well as those of the hopsit seeks: and 
betwigst you and me there was mominx, when I almost 
whisht that I ’d been borne a Myommidn or Turk, when 
the Lor would have permitted me to marry both these 
sweet heinx’, whereas I was now condemd to be appy 
with ony one. 

“Meanwild every -think went on very agreeble 
betwigst me and my defianced bride. When we came 
back to town I kemishnd Mr. Showery the great 
Hoctionear to look out for a town manshing sootable for 
a gent of my quallaty. I got from the Erald Hoffis 


(not the Motioning Erald 


no, I hi not such a 


Hough as to go there for aekrit infamation) an account 
of my famly, my harms and pedigry. 

“I horderd in Long Haere, three splendid equipidges, 
on which my arms and my adord wife’s was drawn &' 
quartered; and 1 got portricks of me and her paynted 
by the sellabrated Mr. Shalloon, being’ resolved to be the 
gentleman in all things, and knowing that my character, 
as a man of faslm was’nt compleat unless I sat to that 
dixtinguished Hartist. My likenis I presented to 
Hangelina. It’s not considered fiattring — and though 
she parted with it, as you will hear, mighty willingly, 
there’s one young lady (a thousand times handsomer) 
that values it as the liapple of her hi. 

“Would any man beleave that this picture was soald 
at my sale for about a twenty - fifth part of what it cost 
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me? It was bought in by Maryhanu, though; — *0 
dear Jeam.es/ says she, often (kissing of it & pressing it 
to her art) *it isn’t \ annum enough, for you, and hasn’t 
your angelHck smile and the igspreslm of your dear 
iV ;; 

“Hangelina’s pictur was kindly presented to me by 
Countess B., her mamma, though of coarse, I paid for 
It- was engraved for the Book of Beivtjj the same 


“With such a perfusion of ringlits I should scarcely 
known her - — hut the ands, feat and i’s, was very 
She was painted in a gifar supposed to he 
singing one of my little meiladies; and her brother 
who is one of the New England polls, wrote 
the follering stanzys about her: — 


“LINES UPON MY SISTER’S PORTRAIT. 


BY THE X.OBD SOUTHDOWN, 
v The. castle towers' of Bareacres are fair upon the -lea., 

Where the cliffs of bonny Diddlesex rise up from out; the sea;- '• 
I stood upon the donjon keep and view’d the country id’erh" 

I -saw the lands of Bareacres for fifty miles or moro. 

I stood upon the donjon keep It Is a sacred .place 
Where floated for eight hundred years the banner of my raeej 
dexter sinople, and gules an azure field,- 
was nobler cognizance on knightly warrior’s shield. 


first time England saw the shield ’twits round a Norman neck , 
On board & ship from Valery, King William was on deck. 

A Norman lance the colours wore, in Hastings* fatal fray — 

St. Willibald for Bareacres l ’twas double gules that day! 

0 Heaven and sweet St. Willibald I In many a battle since 
A loyal-hearted Bareacres has ridden by his Prince! 

At Acre with JPlantagenet, with Edward at Poitiers, 

The pennon of the Bareacres. was foremost on the spears! 


'T was pleasant in the battle-shock to hear our war-cry ringing: 

Wifi. aWftof ftt/ WflTit.olO M li«lnn >A in.li Si, r*.f ■■ 



“My friends! you We seen me ither 2 in the full 
kerear of Eorfcn, prawsprus but not hover prowd 
prawsperraty; not dizzy though mounted on the 
of Good Luck — feasting hall the great (like th 
Old Henglish Gent in the song, which he has been my 
nioddle and igsample through life) but not forgitting the 


■Three hundred 'Steel-?clad gentlemen, we drove the foe before us , 
And thirty score of British bows kept twanging to the chorus ! 

0 ..knights, my noble ancestors! and shall I never hear 
Saint Willibald for Bareacres through battle ringing clear? 

1 ’d cut me off this strong right hand a single hour to ride, 

And strike a blow for Bareacres, my fathers, at your side ! 


Dash down, dash down, yon Mandolin, beloved sister mine! 
Those blushing lips may never sing the glories of our line : 

Our ancient castles echo to the clumsy feet of churls , 

The spinning Jenny houses in the mansion of our Earls. 

Sing not, sing not, my Angelina I in days so base and vile , 

’T were, sinful to be happy , ’twere sacrilege to smile. 

I ’ll hie me to my lonely hail , and by its cheerless hob 
I ’ll muse on other days , and wish — and wish I were — A Snob. 


“All young Hengland, I’m told, considers tbe polm 
bewtifle. They’re always writing about battleaxis and 
shivvlery , these young chaps; but the ideer of South- 
down in a shoot of armer, and his euttin hoff his 
'strong right hand,’ is rayther too good; the feller is 
about 5 fit hi, — as ricketty as a babby, with a vaist 
like a gal, — and, though lie may have the art and 
curridge of a Bengal tyger, I ’d back my smallest cab- 
boy 'to lick him, — that is, if 1 ad a cab-boy. But io! 
my cab-days is over. 

“Be still my hagnizing Art! I now am about to 
hunfoald the dark payges of the Istry of my life!” 
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breach call a eart-blansh) and a handsome set of peggs 
for anging up her limning, and treated Hunclc Jim to a 
new shoot of close, which he ordered in 8t. Jeames’s 
Street, much to the estonishment of my Snyder there, 
namely an olliif- green velvyteen jaekit and smalclose, 
and a- crimsn plush weskoat with glas-buttns. These 
pints of - genarawsaty in my di.sposi.slm 1 never should 
have eluded to, hut to show that I am naturally of a 
noble sort; and have that kind of gallhmt carridge which 
is equel to either good or bad farting, 

“What was the substns of my last chapter? In that 
everythink was prepayred for my marndge — the con- 
sent of the parents of my Eangelina was ' gaynd, the 
lovely gal herself was ready (as I thought) to be led to 
Hhning's halter — the trooso was bordered — the 
wedding dressis were being phitted lion — a weddin- 
kake weighing half a tunn was a gettn reddv by Mesurs 
Gunter, of Buckley Square; there was such an account 
for Shantilly and Honiton laces as would have staggerd 
hennyboddy (I know they did the Commissioner when I 
came Imp for my Stiffikit) and has for Injar -shawls I 
bawt a dozen sieh fine ones as never was given aw v ay — 
no not by Hiss Iness the Imjan Prins Juggernaut Ty go re. 
The juils (a pearl and dimind shoot) were from the 
establishmint of Mysurs Storr and Mortimer. The honey- 
moon I intended to pass in a coniint.mt.le exeussion, and 
was in treaty for the ouse at Halberd -gate (hopsit Mr. 
Hudson’s) as my town-house. I waited to cumclude the 
putehis untie the Share -Marldt which was rayfher de- 
prest (oing I think not so much to the atax of the mis- 
rabble Times, as to the prodidjus flams of the Morning 
Erald) was restored to its elf by toan. I wasn’t goin to 
part with scrap which was 20 ptimmium at 2 or 6; and 
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bein confidnt that the Markit would rally, had bought 
very largely for the two or three new accounts. 

“This will explane to those nnfortnight traydsmen to 
womb I gayv orders for a large igstent ow it was that I 
couldn’t pay their accounts. I am the soal of onour — 
but no gent can pay when he has no money: — ^ it’s 
not my fault if that old screw Lady Bareacres cabbidged 
three hundred yards of lace, and kep hack 4 of the 
biggest diminds and seven of the largist Injar Shawls 
— it’s not my fault if the tradespeople didn git their 
goods hack, and that Lady B. declared they were lost. 
X began the world afresh with the close on my back, 
and thirteen and six in money, concealing nothink, 
giving up heverythink, Onist and undismayed, and though 
beat, with pluck in me still, and ready to begin agin. 

“Well — it w T as the day before that apinted for my 
Unium. The Ringdove steamer was lying at Dover 
ready to cany us hoff. The Bridle apartmince had 
been hordered at Salt Hill, and siibsquintly at Balong 
stir Mare — the very table cloth was laid for the weddn 
brexfst in 111 Street, and the Bride’s Right Reverend 
Huncle, the Lord Bishop of Bullocksmithy, had arrived 
' to sellabrayt our unium. All the papers were full of it. 
Crowds of the fashnable “world went to see the trooso: 
and admire the Camdges in Long Hacre. Our travleng 
charrat (light bloo lined with pink satting, and vermil- 
liurn. and goold weals) was the liadmaration of all for 
quiet ellygns. We were to travel only 4,. viz., me, 
my lady, my vally, and Mary Hann as famdyshamber to 
my Hangelina. Far from oposing our match, this worthy 
gal had quite givn into it of late, and laught and joakt, 
and enjoyd our plans for the fewter igseedinkly. 

“I’d' left my lovely Bride very gay the night before 
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— Hying a multachewd of bisniss on, and Stockbrokers 
and bankers^ accounts to settle; atsettrey atsettrey. It 
was layt before 1 got these in border; my sleap was 
feavrish, as most mens is when they are going to be 
mamd or to 'be hanged. I took my elxocklit in bed 
about one: -tride on my wedding close, and found as 
:.;ushl.e: : . ; that 'they became me exeedinglv. ■ ■■ ■ 

One tiling distubbed my mind two weskts had 
been sent home. A blush- white sailing and gold, and a 
' kinary coloured tabbinet imbridered in" silver; — which 
should I wear on the hospieious day? This hadgitatecl 
and perplex! me a good deal, I detummined to go 
down to Hill Street and cumsult the Lady whose wishis 
were henceforth to be my kalUnall and, wear whichever 
she phixt on. 

There was a great bussel and distubbans in the 
Had in HI Street: ^ which I etribyouted to the eproach- 
ing event. The old porter stared most uncommon when 
I kem in the footman who was to enounce me laft 
I thought — I was going up stairs — 

“‘Her ladyship’s not — not at home / says the man; 
‘and my lady’s. hill in bed/ 

“‘Git lunch/, says I, ’I ’ll wait till Lady Hangelma 
returns/ 

“At this the feller loox at me for a moinint -with his 
eheex Mown out like u bladder, and then busts out in a 
regular guffirn! the porter jined in it, the incident old 

rf W e A? d / ll0maS ® ays ’ lu ' s and on his thy, 

without the least respect — ‘I s „ lh Huffy otd bojj! m ’ v 
inn a good : ; A 

“ ‘Wadvermean, you inftmrtle scoundrel/ says f, 
hollaring and lading at me?' 

“‘0 here’s Miss Mary Harm coming up/ says Tlio- 




“Deseatful Hangelina’s billy ran as follows: — 

_ “ ^ along hoped that you would have relin- 

quised pretensions which you must have seen were so 
disagreeable to me; and have spared me the painful 
necessity of the step which I am compelled to take. 
Por a long time I could not believe my parents were 
serious in wishing to sacrifice me, but have in vain 
entreated them to spare me. I cannot undergo 
shame and misery of a union with you. To the very 
last hour I remonstrated in vain, and only now anti- 
cipate, by a lew hours, my departure from a home from 
which they themselves were about to expel me, 

-When yon receive this, I shall he united to the 
person to whom, as you are aware, my heart was given 
long ago. My parents are already informed of the step 
I have taken. And 1 have my own honour to consult, 
even before their benefit: they will forgive me, I 
and feel, before long. 

u< As for yourself, may I not hope that time will 
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mas, £ ask her* — and indeed there came my little Mary 
Hann tripping down the stairs — her &s in her pockits; 
and when she saw me she began to blush and look 
& then to grin too, 

a £ In the name of Imperence says I, rushing on 
Thomas, and collaring him fit to throttle him — tf no 
inside of a flunky shall insult me,* and I sent bi-m 
staggerin up aginst the porter, and both of ’em into the 
hall- chair with a flopp - — when Mary Hann, j um ping 
down, says, *0 James! 0 Mr. Plush! read this’ - 
she pulled out a billy doo. 

f ‘I reekanized the and-wiiting of Hangelina. 
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calm your exquisite feelings too? 1 leave Mary Arm be- 
hind me to console- you* She admires you as you de- 
serve to be admired, and with a constancy which I 
entreat you to try and imitate. Do, my dear Mr. Plush, 
try — for the sake of your sincere friend and admirer, 

“‘A. ' 

"*P. S. I leave the wedding-dresses behind for her: 
the, diamonds are; beautiful, and will become Mrs. Plush 
admirably.’” 

"This was hall! — Confewslm! And there stood the 
footmen sniggerin, and that hojus Mary Kami half a 
cryin, half a lading at me! ‘ Who has she gone hoff 
with?’ rors I; and Mary Kami (smiling with' one hi) 
just touched the top of one the Johns’ canes who was goin 
out with the noats to put hoff the brekfst. It was Sil- 
vertop then! 

"I bust out of the house in a stayfc of diamoniaeal 
igsitement! 

“ The stoary of that ilorpmint 1 have no art; to tell. 
Here it is from the t Morning Taller’ newspaper, 

"ELOPEMENT IN HIGH LIFE. 

U THF, ONLY AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT. . ■’ 

"The neighbourhood of Berkeley Square, and the 
whole fashionable world, has been thrown into' a state 
of the most painful excitement by ah- event which has 
just placed , a noble family in great perplexity and 
affliction. • 


"It lias long been known among the select nobility 
and gentry that a marriage, was on the tapis between 
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the only daughter of a Noble Earl, and a Gentleman, 
■whose rapid fortunes in the railway world have been 
the theme of general remark. Yesterday’s paper, it was 
supposed, in all human probability would have contained 
an account of the marriage of Janies De la PI — che, 
Esq., and the Lady Angelina — , daughter of the Right 
Honourable the Earl of B — re — cres. The preparations 
for- the ceremony were complete: we had the pleasure of 
inspecting the rich trousseau (prepared by Miss Twiddler, 
of Pall Mall); the magnificent jewels from the establish- 
ment of Messrs. Storr and Mortimer; the elegant marriage 
cake, which', already cut up and portioned, is, alas! not 
destined to be eaten by the friends of Mr. De la PI — che; 
the superb carriages,, and magnificent liveries, which had 
been provided in a style of the most lavish yet tasteful 
sumptiiosity. The Right Reverend the Lord Bishop of 
Bullocksmithy had arrived in town to celebrate the nuptials, 
and is staying at Mivart’s. What most have been the 
feelings of that venerable prelate, what those of the 
agonised and noble parents of the Lady Angelina - — 
when it was discovered, on the day previous to the 
wedding, that her Ladyship had fled the paternal man- 
sion! To the venerable Bishop the news of his noble 
niece’s departure might have been fatal: we have it from 
the waiters of Miyart’s that his Lordship was about to 
indulge in the’ refreshment of turtle soup when the news 
was brought to him; immediate apoplexy was apprehended; 
but Mr. Maeann, the celebrated surgeon of Westminster, 
was luckily passing through Bond Street at the time, 
and being promptly called in, bled and relieved the 
exemplar? patient. His Lordship will return to the Pa- 
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Earl of Bareacres can be imagined bj every paternal 
heart. Ear be it from ns to disturb — impossible is it 
for us to describe their noble sorrow. Our reporters have 
made inquiries every ten minutes at the Earl's mansion 
in Hill Street, regarding the health of the .Noble Peer 
and his incomparable Countess. They have been received, 
with a rudeness which we deplore but pardon. — One 
was threatened with a cane; another, in the pursuit of 
his official inquiries, was saluted with a pail of water; a 
third gentleman was menaced in a pugilistic manner by 
his Lordship's porter; but being of 'an Irish nation, a 
man of spirit and- sinew, and Master of Arts of Trinity 
College, Dublin, the gentleman of our establishment con- 
fronted the' menial, and having severely beaten him, re- 
tired to a neighbouring hotel much frequented by the 
domestics of the surrounding nobility, and there obtained 
what we believe to be the most accurate particulars of 
this extraordinary occurrence. 

“George Frederick Jennings, third footman in the 
establishment of Lord Bareacres, stated to our employe 
as follows: — Lady Angelina had been promised to Mr. 
De la Pluche for near six weeks. She never could abide 
that gentleman. He was the laughter of all the servants' 
hall. Previous to his elevation he had himself been 
engaged in a domestic capacity. At that period he had 
offered marriage to Man- Ann Hoggins, who was living 
in the quality of laches' maid in the family where Mr. 
De la P. was employed. Miss Hoggins, became subse- 
quently ladies' maid to Lady Angelina — the elopement 
was arranged between those two. — It was Miss Hoggins 
who delivered the note which informed the bereaved 
Mr, Plush of his loss. 

“Samuel Buttons, page to the Eight Honourable the 
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Earl of Bareaeres, was ordered on. Friday afternoon at 
eleven o’clock to fetch a cabriolet from the stand in Da- 
vies Street. He selected the cab, Ho. 19,796, driven by 
George Gregory Macarty , a one-eyed man from Clonakilty, 
in the neighbourhood of Cork, Ireland (of whom more 
anon), and waited, according to his instructions, at the 
corner of Berkeley Square with his vehicle. His young 
lady, accompanied by her maid, Hiss Mary Ann Hoggins, 
carrying a band-box, presently arrived, and entered the 
cab with the box: what were the contents of that box 
we have never been able to ascertain. On asking her 
ladyship whether he should order the cab to drive in 
any* particular direction, he w r as told to drive to Madame 
Crinoline’s, the eminent milliner in Cavendish Square. 
On requesting to know whether he should accompany 
her ladyship, Buttons was peremptorily ordered by Miss 
Ho ggins to go about his business. 

“Having now his clue, our reporter instantly went in 
search of cab 19,796, or rather the driver of that vehicle, 
who was discovered with no small difficulty at Iris resi- 
dence, 'Whetstone Park, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, where he 
lives with his family of nine children. Having received 
two sovereigns, instead doubtless of two shillings (his 
regular fare, by the way, would have been only one and 
eightpence), Macarty had not gone out with tlm cab ioi 
the two last days, passing them in a state of almost 
ceaseless intoxication. His replies were very incoherent 
in answer to the queries of our reporter; and, had not 
that gentleman himself been a compatriot, it is probable 
be would have refused altogether to satisfy the curiosity 

“At* Madame Crinoline’s, Miss Hoggins quitted the 
carriage, and a gentleman entered it. Macarty describes 
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him as a very clever gentleman (meaning - tall) vitli black 
moustaches, Oxford-grey trowsers, and black hat and a 
pea-coat He drove the couple to the Easton Square 
Station , and there left them. How he employed his 
time subsequently we have stated. 

“At the Euston Square Station, the gentleman of our 
establishment learned from Frederick Corduroy, a porter 
there, that a gentleman answering the above description 
had taken places to Derby. Wo have despatched a con- 
fidential gentleman thither, by a special train, and shall 
give his report in a second edition. 


THIRD EDITION. 


“ 4 GrtUnu Green . Mmuktif Etumnu* * 

'“The mystery is at length solved. This afternoon, 
at four o’clock, the Hymeneal Blacksmith, of Gretna 
Green, celebrated the marriage between George Granby 
Silvertop, Esq., a Lieutenant in the 150th Hussars , third 
son of General John Silvertop, of Silvertop Hall, York- 





u 1 SHAMEFUL TREATMENT OF OUR REPORTER. 

“ * Whisilebinlde , IV. B. Monday, midnight, 

‘“I arrived at this Romantic little villa about two 
hours after the newly-married couple, whose’ progress I 
have the honour to trace, reached Whistlebinkie. They 
have taken up their residence at the Cairngorm Arms 
— mine are at the other hostelry, the Clachan of . 
Whistlebinkie. . . 

“‘On driving up to the Cairngorm Arms, I found a 
gentleman of military appearance standing at the door, 
and occupied seemingly in smoking a cigar. It was 
very dark- as I ■ descended from my carriage, and the 
gentleman in question exclaimed, f Is it you, Southdown, 
my boy? You have come too late; unless you axe come 
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shire, and Lady Emily Silvertop, daughter- of the late 
sister of the present Earl of Bareacres, and the Lady 
Angelina Amelia Arethusa Anaconda Alexandria *Ali- 
eompania Annemaria Antoinetta, daughter of the last- 
named Earl Bareacres.’ 

{Here follows a long extract from the Marriage Service in the Book of 
not read on the occasion y and need not 

.be/repeated ;her.e*} , '■ 

‘“After the ceremony, the young couple partook of 
a slight refreshment of sherry and water - — the former, 
the Captain pronounced to he execrable; and, having 
myself tasted some glasses from the veinj same bottle with 
which the young and noble pair were served, I must 
say I think the Captain was rather hard upon mine host 
of the Bagpipes Hotel $nd Posting House, whence they 
instantly proceeded. I follow them as soon as the horses 
have fed. 

“POTJETH EDITION. ■ 
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to hare some supper; 1 or words to that effect, I ex- 
plained that I was not the Lord ‘Viscount Southdown, 
and politely apprised Captain Silvertop (for I justly 
concluded the individual before me could be no other) 
of bis mistake. 

“‘Who the deuce (the captain used a stronger term) 
are you, then?’ said Mr- Silvertop. ‘Are you Boggs and 
Tape well* my uncle’s attorneys? If you are, yon have' 
come too late for the fair,’ 

“‘I briefly explained that I was not Baggs and 
Tapewell, but that my name was J — ns, and that' I was 
a gentleman, connected with the establishment of the 
Morning Tatler newspaper 

“‘And what - has brought you here, Mr. Morning 
Tatler ?’ asked my interlocutor, rather roughly. My an- 
swer was frank — that the disappearance of a noble 
lady from the house of her friends had caused the 
greatest excitement in the metropolis, and that my em- 
ployers were anxious to give the public every particular 
regarding an event so singular. 

“‘And do you mean to say, sir, that you have dogged 
me all the way from London, and that my family affairs 
are to be published for the readers of the Morning Tathr 
newspaper? The Morning Tatler be — (Hie Captain 
here gave utterance to an oath which I shall not repeal) 
and you too, sir; you impudent meddling scoundrel.’ 

“‘Scoundrel, sir!’ said L ‘Yes,’ replied the irate 
gentleman, seizing me rudely by the collar — and ho 
would have choked me, but that my blue satin stock 
and false collar gave way, and were left in the hands 
of this gentleman . ‘Help, landlord!’ I loudly exclaimed, 
adding, 1 believe, ‘murder,’ and other exclamations of 
alarm. In vain I appealed to the crowd, which by this 




“Thus you’ve seau how flie flower of my 
was tawn out of my busm, and my art was left 
ing. Hangelina! I forgive thee. Mace thoube appy! 
If ever artfelt prayer for others wheel awailed on i, the 
he ink on womb you trampled addresses those subblyga- 
lions to Evn in your be-^1 

“I went home like a maniack, after hearing 
anouncement of Hangelina’s departer. She ’d been gone 
twenty hours when I heard the fatle noose. Purshoot 
was vain. Suppose I did kitch her up, they were married, 
and what could we do? This sensable remark I 
to- Earl Bareacres , when that distragted nobleman 
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time was pretty considerable; they and the unfeeling 
post-boys only burst into laughter, and called out, 'Give 
it him, Captain.’ A. struggle ensued,, in which, I have 
no doubt, I should have had the better, but that 
Captain, joining suddenly in the general and indecent 
hilarity, which was doubled when I fell down, stopped, 
and said, ‘Well, Jims, I won’t tight on my marriage- 
day. Co into the tap, Jims, and, order a glass of brandy- 
and-water at my expense — and mind I don’t see your 
face tomorrow morning, or I’ll make it more ugly than 
it is.’ 

“‘With these gross expressions and a cheer from the 
crowd , Mr. Silvertop entered the inn. I need not say 
that I did not partake of his hospitality, and that 
sonally X despise his insults. X make them known 
they may call down the indignation of the body 
which I am a member, and throw myself on the sym- 
pathy of the public, as a gentleman shamefully assaulted 
and insulted in the discharge of a public duty.”’ 



igspawstulated with me. Er who was to hare been my 
xnother-in-lor, the Countiss, I never from that momink 
sor agin. My presnts, troosoes, juels, &c., were sent 
back — with the igsepshm of the diminds and Cashmear 
shawl, which her Ladyship coodn-t .find* Ony it was 
wispered that at the nex buthday she was seen with a 
shawl igmckly of the same pattn. Let er keep it. 

“Southdown was phurius. He came to me halter 
the ewent, and wanted me to adwanee 50 lb, so that he 
might purshew Ms fewgitif sister — but I wasn’t to be 
ad with that sort of changh — there was no more 
money for that famly. Bo he went away, and gave 
huttrance to his feelinx in a poem, which appeared 
(price 2 guineas) in the Bd Asombhj, 

“ All the jailers , manchumakers , lacemen, coch 
bilders, apolstrers, hors dealers, and weddencake makers 
came pawring in with their bills, haggravating feelings 
already woondid beyond enjurants. That madniss didn’t 
seaze me that night was a mussy. Fever, fewry, and 
rayge rack’d my hagnized braind, and drove sleap from 
my throbbink ilids. Hall night I follered Hangelinar in 
imadganation along the North Load. I wented cusses 
& mallydickshuns on the hinfamus Bilvertop. I kickd 
and rord in my unhuttarable whoe! I seazd my pillar: 
I piteht into it: pummld it, strangled it, ha liar! I 
thought it was Bilvertop writhing in my Jint grasp; and 
taw the hordayshis villing lim from lim in the terrible 
strenth of my despare! ..... Let me drop a cutting 
over the memri.es of that night. ’When my boddv-auvnt 
came with my ot water in the mawning, the livid copse 
in the chamill was not payler than the gashly Be la 
Ruche! 

“ 4 Give me the Share-list, Mandeville/ I micaniekly 


tee mint of 
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igsclaimed. I had not perused it for the past 3 days, 
my etention being engayged elseware, Hevns & hath! 
— what was it I red there? "What was it that made 
me spring outabed as if sumhady had given me cold 
pig? — I red Rewin in that Share list — the Pannick 
was in full hoparation! 

V ■ 

“ Shall I describe that kitastrafy with which hall 
Hengland is fimilliar? My & rifewses to cronnicle the 
misfortns wMeh lassarated my bleeding art in Hoetober 
last. On the fust of Hawgust where was I? Director 
of twenty-three Companies; older of scrip hall at a prim- 
minm, and worth at least a quarter of a millium. On 
Lord Mare’s day, my Saint Helena’s quotid at 14 pm, 
were down at 4 discount; my Central Ichaboes at dis- 
count; my Table Mounting & Hottentot Grand Trunk, 
no where; my Bathershins and Derry nane Beg, of which 
I’d bought 2000 for the account at 17 priunnium down 
to nix; my Juan Fernandez, & my Great Central Oregons 
prosB.it. There was a momint when I thought I shouldn’t 
be alive to write my own tail!” 

(Here follow in Mr. Plush’s MS. about : twenty-four 
pages of railroad calculations, which we pretermit.) 

“Those beests, Pump & Aldgate, once so cringing 
and umble, wrote me a threatnen letter because I over- 
drew my account three-and-sixpence: woodn’t advance 
jue five thousand on 25000 worth of scrip; kep me wait- 
ing 2 hours when I asked to see the house; and then 
sent out Spout, the jewnior partner, saying they wouldn’t 
discount my paper, and implawed me to clothes my ac- 
count. I did: I paid the three-and-six halliance, and 
never sor ’em mor. 

“The market fell daily. The Rewin grew wusser 

17* 
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and wusser. Hagnies , Hagnies ! It wasn’t in the city 
aloan my misfortns came upon me*. They heerded me 
in ihy own omt\ The biddle who kips watch at the 
Halbany wodn keep nixsfortn out of my chambers; and 
Mrs. Twiddler, of Pall Mall, and Mr. Hunx, of Long 
Acre, put egsieution into my aparfcminee, and swep oh; 
every stick of my furniture. * Wardrobe A furniture of 
a man of fashion. 7 What an advertisement George 
Robins did make of it; and what a crowd was collected 
to laff at the prospick of my ruing! My chlee plait; 
my seller of wine; my picturs - — that of myself in- 
cluded (it was Maryhann, bless her! that bought it, un- 
beknown to me); all — all went to the amnxer. That 
brootle Fitzwarren, my ex-vally, womb I met. hmilliarly 
slapt me on the sholder, and said, ‘Jeames, my boy, 
you’d best go into suvvis agimif 

"I did go into suwis — the wust of all suv rices — 
I went into the Queen’s Bench Prison, and lay there a 
misrabble captxf for 6 mortial weeks. Misrabble shall I 
say? no, not misrabble altogether; there was sunlike in 
the dunjing of the pore prisner.. I had visitors, A cart 
used to drive hup to the prizn gates of Saturdays ; a 
washywoman’s cart, with a fat old lady in it, and a 
young one. Who was that young one? Every one who 
has an art can gess, it was my blue-eyed blushing hangoi 
of a Mary Kami! ‘Shall we take him oat in the lirmen- 
basket, grandmamma?’ Mary Haim said. Bless her, she’d 
already learned to say grandmamma quite natral; but 1 
didn’t go out* that way; I went out by the door a white- 
washed man. Ho, what a feast there was at Healing 
the day I came out! I ’d thirteen shillings left when 
I ’d bought the gold ring. I wasn’t prowcl. I turned 
the mangle for three weeks; and then Uncle Bill said, 
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‘Weil, there ts some good 
agreed that we should marry 


The Plush manuscript finishes here : it is many weeks 
since we saw the accomplished writer, and we have only 
just learned his fate. "We are happy to state that it is 
a comfortable and almost a prosperous one. 

The Honorable and Eight Eeverend Lionel Thistle- 
wood, Lord Bishop of BuUocksmithy, was mentioned as 
the uncle of Lady Angelina Silvertop. Her elopement 
with her cousin caused deep emotion to the venerable 
prelate: he returned to the palace at BuUocksmithy, of 
which he had been for thirty years the episcopal orna- 
ment, and where he married three wives, who lie buried 
in his Cathedral Church of St. Boniface, BuUocksmithy, 
The admirable man has rejoined those whom he loved. 
As lie w&s preparing a charge to his clergy in his study 
after dinner, the Lord Bishop fell suddenly down in a 
fit of apoplexy; his butler, bringing in his accustomed 
dish of devilled-lddneys for supper, discovered the vener- 
able form extended on the Turkey carpet with a glass of 
Madeira in Ins hand; but life was extinct: and surgical 
aid was therefore not particularly useful 

All the late prelate’s wives had fortunes 7< which the 
admirable man increased by thrift, the judicious sale of 
leases which fell in during his episcopacy, &c. He left 
three hundred thousand pounds — divided between his 
nephew and niece — not a greater sum than has been 
left by several deceased Irish prelates. 

What Lord Southdown has done with his share we 
are not called upon to state. He has composed an epi- 
taph. to the Martyr of BuUocksmithy, which does him 
infinite credit. But we are happy to state that Lady 
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Angelina Silvertop presented fire hundred pounds to 
her faithful and affectionate servant, Maty Ann Hoggins, 
on her 'marriage with Mr. James Plush , to whom hear 
Ladyship also made a handsome present — namely , tlie 
lease, good-will, and fixtures of the “ Wheel of Fortune” 
public house, near Sheppherd's Market, May Fair; a house 
greatly frequented by all the nobility’s footmen, doing a 
genteel stroke of business in the neighbourhood, and 
where, as we have heard, the “Fullers’ Club” is held. 
Lore Air. Flush 1 ivc* happy in a blooming and in- 
teresting wife: reconciled to a middle sphere of life, as 
he was to a humbler and a higher one before;, , He has 
shaved off Ms whiskers, -and accommodates himself to an 
apron with ' perfect good . humour. A gentleman con- 
nected with his establishment dined at the Wheel of 
Fortune, the other day, and collected the above parti- 
culars. Mr. Hush blushed rather, as he brought in the 
first dish, and told his story very modestly over a pint 
of excellent port. He had only one thing in life to 
complain of, he said — that a witless version of his ad- 
ventures had been produced at the Princess's theatre, 
“without with your leaf or by your leaf/ 7 as he ex- 
pressed if. ' “Has for the .rest-/* the worthy fellow said, 
“1 7 m appy — - praps betwixt you and me I bn in my 
proper spear. I enjy my glass of beer or port (with 
your elth & my suvviee to you, sir), quite as much, as 
my clarrit in my prawsprus days. I Ve a good busniss, 
which is likely to bo better. If a man can’t be appy 
with such a wife as my Mary Harm, lie's a beest: and 
when a christening takes place in our fumly, will you 
give my eomplments to Mr. Funrh , and ask him to he 
godfather,” 
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’ THE ANNOUNCEMENT. 

Ok the first of January, 1838, I was the master of 
a lovely shop in the neighbourhood of Oxford-market; of 
a wife, Mrs. Cox; of a business, both in the shaving and 
cutting line, established three and thirty years; of a girl 
and boy respectively of the ages of eighteen and thirteen; 
of a three-windowed front, both to my first and second 
pair; of a young foreman, my present partner, Mr. Or- 
lando Crump; and of that celebrated mixture for the 
human hair, invented by my late uncle, and called Cox’s 
Bohemian BMsam of Tokay. sold 111 P ots two-and-three, 
and three-and-nine; the balsam, the lodgings, and the old 
established cutting and shaving business, brought me in 
a pretty gciiteel income. I had my girl, Jemimarann, at 
Hackney to school; my dear boy, Tuggeridge, plaited her 
hair beautifully; my wife at the counter (behind the tray 
* of patent soaps, &e.) cut as handsome a figure as possible; 
and it was my hope that Orlando and my girl, who were 
mighty soft upon one another, would, one day, he joked 
together in Hyming: and, conjointly with my sow lug, 
carry on the business of hairdressers, when their father 
was either dead or a gentleman; for a gentleman me and 
Mrs. C. determined I should be. 

Jemima was, you see, a lady herself, and of very 
hwh connexions: though her own family had met with 
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crosses, and was rather low. Mr. Tuggeridge, her father, 
kept the famous tripeshop, near the Pigtail and Sparrow, 
in the “Whitechapel Road; from which place I married 
her; being myself very fond of the article, and especially 
when she served it ho me — the dear thing! 

Jemima’s father was not successful in business: and 
■ I married her, I am proud to confess it, without a shilling. 
I had my hands, my house, and my Bohemian balsam, to 
support her! — and we had ‘ hopes from her uncle , a 
mighty rich East India merchant, who , having left tills 
country sixty years ago, as a cabin boy, had arrived to 
be the head of a great house in India., and was worth 
millions, we were told. 

Three years after Jemimarann’s birth (and two after 
the death of my lamented father-in-law') , Tuggeridge 
(head of . the - great house of Budguxw and Co.) retired 
from, the management of it; handed over his shares to 
his son, Mr. John Tuggeridge, and came to live in Eng- 
at Portland Place, and Tuggeridgeville, Surrey, and 
enjoy himself. Soon after, my write took her daughter 
in her hand and went, ..as in duty bound, to visit her 
uncle: but whether it w r as that he was proud and surly, 
or she somewhat sharp in her way (the dear girl fears 
nobody, let me have you to know), a desperate quarrel 
took place between them; and from that day, to the day 
if his death, he never set eyes on her. All that he 
to do, was to take a few dozen of 
us in the course of the year, and to 
to be cut and shaved by us. All the 
neighbours laughed at tins poor ending of our expect a- 
, for Jemmy had bragged not a little; however, we 
care, for the connexion wag always a good one, 
TT^ir the valet; Mr. Bar, the coach- 
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man; and Mrs. Breadbasket, the housekeeper, willingly 
enough. I used to powder the footman, too, on great 
days, but never in my life saw old Tuggeridge, except 
once; when he said, “0, the barber!” tossed up his nose, 

and passed on. 

One day — one famous day last January — all our 
market was thrown into a high state of excitement, by 
the appearance of no less than three vehicles at our 
establishment. As me, Jemmy, nay’ daughter, Tug, and 
Orlando, were sitting in the hack parlour over our 
dinner (it being Christmas time , Mr. Cramp had treated 
the ladies to a bottle of port, and was longing that there 
should, be a misletoe bough; at which proposal my little 
Jemimarann looked as red as a glass of negus): - — we 
had just, I say, finished the port, when, all of a sudden, 
Tug bellows out, “Law, pa, here ’s uncle Tuggeridge’s 
housekeeper in a cab!” 

And Mrs. Breadbasket it was sure enough — Mrs. 
Breadbasket in deep mourning, who made her way, 
bowing and looking very sad, into the back shop. My 
wife, who respected Mrs. B. more than anything else in 
the world, set her a chair, offered her a glass of wine, 
and vowed it was very kind of her to come. “Law, 
mem,” says Mrs. B., “I ’m sure I’d do anything to serve 
your family-,, for the sake of that poor dear Tuck-Tuck- 
lug-guggciridge, that *s gone” 

“That-s what?” cries my wife. 

“What, gone?” cried Jemimarann, bursting out cry- 
ing (as little girls will about anything: or nothing); and 
Orlando looking very rueful, and ready to cry too. 

“Yes, gaw — Just as she was at this very “gaw,” 
Tug roars out, “Law, pa! here’s Mr. Bar, uncle Tug’s 
coachman!” 
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• It' was Mr. Bar: when she saw him, Mrs. Bread- 
basket stepped suddenly back into the parlour with my 
ladies, “what is it, Mr. Barr” says I; and, as quick 
as thought, I had the towel under his chin, Mr, Bar in 
the chair, and the whole of Ins face in 'a beautiful foam 
of lather: Mr. Bar made some resistance. — “Don’t 
think of it y Mr. Cox,” says he; “’don’t trouble yourself, 
sir:” but I lathered away, and never minded, “And 
what’s this melancholy event, sir,” says I, “that has 
spread desolation hi your family’s bosoms? I can feel 
for your loss, sir — I can feel for your loss,” 

' I said so out of politeness, because I served the fa- 
mily, not because Tuggeridge was my uncle — no, as 
such I disown him. 

Mr. Bar was just about to speak. “Yes, sir,” says 
he, “ my master’s gaw — when at the “ gaw,” in walk?* 
Mr. Hock, the own man! — ' the finest gentleman I ever 


“What, you here, Mr. Bar?” says he. 

- “Yes I am, sir; and haven’t I a right, sir?” 

“A mighty wet day, sir,” says I to Mr. Hock -r~ 
stepping up and making my bow. “A sad circumstance 
too, sir — and is it a turn of the tongs that you want 
? Ho, there! Mr. Crump!” 

Mr. Crump, if you please, sir,” said Mr. Hock, 
bow; “but from you, sir, never, no never, 
and I wonder how some fellows can have 
solence to allow their masters to shave them!” 
this, Mr. Hock flung himself down to bo curled: 
suddenly opened his mouth in order to reply; 
but seeing there was a tiff between the gentlemen, and 
•wanting to prevent a quarrel, I rammed the Advertiser* 
into Mr, Hock’s hands, and just .popped my shaving 
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brash into Mr, Bar’s mouth — a capital way to stop 
angry answers. 

Mr. .Bar had hardly been in the chair one second, 
when whirr tomes a hackney-coach to the door, from 
which springs a gentleman in a Mack coat with a 
bag. 

“ What, you here?” says the gentleman. I could not 
help smiling, for it seemed that everybody was to begin 
by saying, 44 What, you here?” “ Your name is Cox, 
sir/’ says he; smiling, too, as the very pattern of mine. 
“Mv name, sir,. is Bharpus, — Blunt, Hone, and Sharpus, 
Middle Temple-lane, — and I am proud to salute you, 
sir; happy, — that is to say, sorry to say, that Mr. Tug- 
geridge, of Portland Place, is dead, and your lady is 
heiress, in consequence, to one of the handsomest pro- 
perties in the kingdom.” 

At tMs I started, and might have sunk to the ground, 
but for my hold of Mr. Bar’s nose; Orlando seemed putri- 
tiud to stone, with Ids irons fixed to Mr. Hock’s head; 
our respective patients gave a wince out: — Mrs. 0., 
Jemimanmn, and Tug', rushed from the hack shop, and 
we formed a splendid tableau such as the great Cruik- 
shank might have depicted. 

“And Mr. John Tuggeridge, sir?” says 1 

“Why — hoc, bee, heel” says Mr. Sharpus; “surely 
you know that he was only the - — hee, hee, heel 
the natural son!” 

Yon now can understand why the servants from 
Portland Place had been so eager to come to us: one of 
the housemaids heard Mr. Sharpus say there was no 
will, and that my wife was heir to the property, and 
not. Mr. John Tuggeridge: This she told in the house- 
keeper’s room; and off, as soon as they heard it, the 
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i' whole party set, in order to be the first to boar the 

| news* 

We kept them, every one, in their old places; for, 
though my wife would have sent them about their busi- 
ness, my dear Jemimarann just hinted. “Mamma, you 
know they have been used to great houses, and we have 
not; had we not better keep them for a little?” - — 
• Keep them, then, we did, to shew us how to he gentle- 

folks. 

I handed over the business to Mr, Crump without a 
single farthing of premium, though Jemmy would have 
made me take four hundred pounds for it; but this £ 

I was above: Cramp had served me faithfully, and have 

the shop he should. 

i 
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We were speedily installed in our fine house: but 
what’s a house without friends? Jemmy made me cut 
all my old acquaintances in the market, and I was a 
solitary being, when, luckily, ail old acquaintance of 
ours , Captain Tagrag, was so kind as to promise to in- 
troduce us into distinguished society. Tagrag was the 
son of a baronet, and had done us the honour of lodging 
with us for two years; when we lost sight of him, and 
of his little account, too, by the way. A fortnight after, 
hearing of our good fortune, he was among us again, 
however; and Jemmy was not a little glad to see him, 
knowing him to he a baronet’s son, and very fond of 
our Jemimarann; indeed, Orlando (who is as brave as a 
Eon) had, on one occasion, absolutely beaten Mr. Tagrag 
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for being rude to the poor girl; a clear proof, as 
Tagrag said afterwards, that he was always fond of 
her. 

Mr. Crump, poor fellow, was not very much pleased 
by our good fortune, though he did all he could to try, 
at first; and I told him to come and take his dinner re- 
gular, as if nothing had happened. But to this Jemima 
very soon put a stop, for she came very justly to know 
her stature, and to look down on Crump, which she bid 
her daughter to do; and, after a great scene, in which 
Orlando shewed himself very rude and angry, he was 
forbidden the house — • for. ever! 

Bo much for poor Cramp. The Captain was now all 
in all with us. “You see, sir,” our Jemmy would say, 
“we shall have our town and country mansion, and a 
: hundred and thirty thousand pounds, in the funds, to 
leave between our two children; and, with such pro- 
spects, they ought surely to have the first society of 
England” To this Tagrag agreed, and promised to bring 
us acquainted with the very pink of the fashion; ay, and 
what’s more, did. 

First, he made my wife get an opera-box, and give 
suppers on Tuesdays and . Saturdays. As for me, he 
made me ride in the park; me and Jemimarann, with 
two grooms behind us, who used to laugh all the way, 
and whose very beards 1 had shaved. As for little Tug, 
he was sent straight mi* to the most fashionable school 
in the kingdom, the Bererend Doctor Pigney’s, at Eieh- 
raond. . Cy .Vy '■ /.yy v ; 

\Y< 11; 1 ho horsvS, the suppers, the opmu-box, the 
paragraphs in the papers about Mr. Coze Coze (that ’s 
the way, double your name, and stick an V to the end 
of it, and you are a gentleman at once), had an effect 
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a wonderfully short space of time, and we began to 
get a Tory pretty society about us. Some of old Tug's 
friends swore they would do anything for the family, 
and brought their wives and daughters to see dear Mrs. 
Cox and hor charming girl; and when, about the Erst 
week in February, we announced a grand dinner and 
ball, for the evening of the twenty-eighth, X assure you 
there^ was no want of company; no, nor of titles neither; 
and it always does my heart good even to hear one 
mentioned. 

Let me see, there was, first, my Lord Dunboozle, an 
Irish peer , and his seven sons , the Honourable Messieurs 
Tramper (two only to dinner); there was Count Mace, 
the celebrated French nobleman, and Ms Excellency Ba- 
ron- Yaa Punter, _ from Laden; there was Lady Blanche 
Bluenose, the eminent literati, author of “ The Distrusted ,' *' 
The Distorted,” “The Disgusted;' “The Disreputable 
One/’ and other poems; there was the Dowager Lady 
Max, and her daughter, the Honourable Miss Adelaide 
Blueruin; Sir Charles Codshead, from the city; and Field- 
Marshal Sir Gorman O’Gallagher, K.A., K.B., K.C., 
2L W., K. X., in the service of the republic of Guate- 
mala; my friend Tagrag, and his fashionable acquaint- 
anee, little lom Tuttliunt, made up the party; and when 
the doors were flung open, and Mr. Hock, in black, 
a white napkin, three footmen, coachman , and a 
lad, whom Mrs. C. had dressed in sugar-loaf buttons, and 
called a page, were seen round the dinner table, all in 
white gloves, I promise yon l felt a thrill of elation, and 
thought to myself — Sam Cox, Sam Cox, who ever 
would have expected to see you here? 

.ter dinner, there was to he, as I said, an even in? 1 * 
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invited many of the principal nobility that our metropolis 
bad produced When I mention, among the company 
1° tea, her Grace the Duchess of Zero, her son the 
.Marquis of FitzuTse, and the Ladies ISTorth Pole, her 
daughters; when I say that there were yet others , whose 
names may he found in the Blue Book, but; shaVt, out 
oi modesty, be mentioned here, I think I Vc said enough 
to shew that, in our time, jS t o. 96, Portland Place, was 
the resort of the best of company. 

It was our first dinner, and dressed by our new cook, 
M. unseer Cordonghlew. I bore it very well, eating, for 
nay share, a filly dysol allamater doteil, a cutlet soubeast, 
a pidly has! itm all, and other French dishes-: and,, for 
the frisky sweet wine, with tin tops to the bottles, called 
Champang. I must say that me and Mrs. Coxe-Tuggeridge- 
Coxe drank a very good share of it (but the Claret and 
Jonnysberger, being sour, we did'- not much relish); — 
however, the feed,, as I say, went off very well, Lady 
Blanche Bluenose sitting next to me, and being so good 
as to put me down for six copies of all her poems; the 
Count and Baron Von Punter engaging Jcmimarann for 
several waltzes, and the Field-Marshal plying my dear 
Jemmy with Cliampang until, bless her! her dear nose 
became as red as her new crimson satin gown, which, 
with a blue turban and Bird-oLParadiee leathers, made 
her look like an Empress, I warrant. 

Well, dinner past, Mrs. C. and the ladies went oil: 
— tbunder-mider-imder came the knocks at the door; 
squeedle-eedle-eedle, Mr. Wipperts llddlers began to 
strike up; and, about half-past eleven, me and the gents 
thought it high time to make our appearance. I. felt 
a Uttle squeamish at the thought of meeting a couple of 
hundred great people; but Count Mace, and . Sir Gorman 
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O'Gallagher, taking each an arm, we readied, at last, 
the dravving-room. 

The young ones in company were dancing, and the 
Duchess and the great ladies were all seated, talking to 
themselves very stately, and working away at the ices 
and macaroons. 1 looked out lor my pretly Jcmiinararm 
amongst the dancers, and saw her tearing round the 
room along with Baron Punter, in what they call a gaily- 
pardj then 1 peeped into the circle of the Duchesses, 
where, in course, I expected to find Mrs. C.; but she 
wasn’t there! She was seated at the further end of the 
room, looking very sulky; and I went up, and took 
her arm, and brought her down to the place where the 
Ducfiesses were. “0, not there!’* said Jemmy, trying 
to break away.. '‘Nonsense, my dear,” says I, “yon" are 
Missis, and this is your place:” — then, going up to her 
Ladyship the Duchess, says I, “Me and my Missis are 
most proud of the honour of seeing of you ” 

The Duchess (a tall red-haired grenadier of a woman) 
did hot speak. 

1 went on. “The young ones are all at it, ma’am, 
you see : . and ■ so we thought we would come and sit 
down among the old ones. You and I ma’am, I think, 
are too still to dance.” 

“Sir?” says her Grace, vyb y ; 

“Ma’am,” says I, “don’t you know me? my name’s 
Cox — nobody’s introduced me; but, dash it, it's my 
own house, and I may present myself — so give us 
your hand, ma’am.” 

And I shook her’s in the kindest way in the world: 
but, would you believe it? the old cat screamed us if 
my hand had been a hot hater. “Fitzurse! Eitzurso!” 
■shouted she; “help! help!” "Up scuffled all the other 
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Dowagers in rushed the dancers. “Mamma! mamma!” 
squeaked Lady Julia Worth Pole. “Lead me to my 
mother, howled Lady Aurorcr: and Both came up and 
flung themselves into her arms. “Wawt’s the raw!” 
said Lord iitzurse, sauntering up quite stately. 

•Iroteet me from the insults of this man,” says her 
Grace. M here’s Tufthunt? he promised that not a soul 
m tli - .. . so should speak to me.” 

“My dear Duchess,” said Tufthunt, very meek. 

'uont Duchess me, sir. Did you not promise they 
should not speak; and hasn’t that horrid tipsy wretch 
ottered to embrace me? Didn’t his monstrous wife 

hcr odious fi^iHaritiesr Call my people, 
Tufthunt! hollow me, my children!" 

“And my carriage; and mine, and mine!” shouted 
twenty more voices; and down they all trooped to the 
tall: Lady Blanche Bluenose, and Lady Max among the 
very test; leaving only the Field -Marshal, and one or 
wo men, who roared with laughter, ready to split. 

O, 8am,” said my wife, sobbing, “why would you 
take me back to them? they had sent me away before! 

1 only asked the Duchess whether she didn’t like 
rumslirub better than all your Maxarinos and Curasosos: 
and, would you believe it? all the company burst out 
laughing; and the Duchess told me just to keep off, and 
not to speak till I was spoken to. Imperence! I’d like 
to tear her eyes out.” 

.And so 1 do believe my dearest Jemmy would! 
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A DAY WITH THE SUBBEY HOUNDS. 

Our ball had foiled so completely, that Jemmy, who 
was bent still upon fashion, caught eagerly at Tagrag’s 
suggestion, and went down to Tuggeridgerille. If we 
had a difficulty to find friends in town , here there was 
none; for the whole county came about us, ate our 
dinners and suppers, danced at our balk — ay, and spoke 
to us too. We were great people, in fact; 1 a regular 
country gentleman; and, as such, Jemmy insisted that 
I should he a sportsman, and join the county hunt. 
“But,” says I, “my love, I can’t ride.” “Pooh! Mr. Cl,” 
said she, “you’re always making difficulties; you thought 
you couldn’t dance a quadrille; you thought you couldn’t: 
dine at seven o’clock; you thought you couldn’t; lie in 
bed after six; and haven’t you done* every one of these 
tilings? You must and you shall ride!” And when 
my Jemmy said “must and shall,” I knew very well 
there was nothing lor it: so I sent down fifty guineas 
to the hunt, and, out of compliment to me, the very 
next week, I received notice that the meet of the hounds 
would take place at Squaslitail Common, just outside 
my lodge-gates. 

X didn’t know what a meet was; and me and 
Mrs. C. agreed that it was most probable the dogs were 
to be fed there: however, Tagrag explained this' matter 
to us, and very kindly promised to sell me a horse, 
a delightful animal of Ids own; which, being desperately 
pressed for money, he would let me hove for a hundred 
guineas, he himself having given a hundred ami fifty 
for it. v : . 

W ell, the Thursday came, j the hounds met on Squashtail 
Common; Mrs. C, turned out in her barouche to see us 




Immpeter, by Tagrag and my head groom, 
sentiy round to join them. 

lag mounted Ms own horse;- and, as we walked 
down the avenue, “I thought/ he said, “you told me 
you knew how to ride; and that you had ridden once 
fifty miles on a stretch I” 

“And so I did,” says I, “'to Cambridge, and on the 
box too. 77 

On the bojP* says he; “but. did you ever mount 
a horse before?” 

^ A ever,’ says I, “but I find it mighty easy.” 

“Well/ says he, “you’re mighty bold for a barber; 
and I like you, Coxe, for your spirit/ and so we came 
out of the gate. 

As for describing the hunt, I own, fairly, I ean 7 t. 
I Ve been at a hunt, but what a hunt is — why the 
horses will go among the dogs and ride them down — 
why^ the men cry out “yooooic” — why the dogs go 
snuffing about in threes and fours, and * the huntsman 
says, “ Good Towler — good Betsy/ and we all of 
us,- alter him, say, “ Good 1 o wler — good Betsy 77 in 
course; then, after hearing a yelp here, and a howl 
there, tow, row., yow, yow, yowl , burst out, all. of 
a sudden, lrom three or four of them, and the 
in a velvet cap screeches out (with a number of 
I shunt repeat here), “Hark, to llingwood!” 

“There he goes!” says some one; and, all of 
belter /kelter, skurry hurry, slap bang, whooping, 
screeching, and hurraing, blue coate and red coats, ba 
and greys, horses, dogs, donkeys, butchers, baro-knights, 
dustmen, and blackguard boys, go tearing, all together, 
over the common after two or three of the Back that 
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yowl loudest. Why all this is, I can’t say, but it all 
took place the second Thursday of last March, in my 
presence. ' 

Tip to this, I’d kept niv seat as well as the best, for 
we ’d only been trotting gently about the iield until the 
dogs found; and 1 managed to stick on very well; but 
directly the tow-rowing began, otf went Trumpeter like 
a thunderbolt, and i found myself playing among the 
dogs like the donkey among the chickens. “Back, Mr. 
CW,” holloas the huntsman; and so I pulled very hard, 
and cried out, Wo! but he wouldn’t; and on I went 
galloping for the dear life. How 1 kept on is a wonder; 
but I squeezed my knees in very tight, and shoved my 
feet very hard into the stirrups, and kept stiff hold of 
the scruff of Trumpeter’s neck, and looked betwixt his 
ears as well as ever I could, and trusted to luck, for £ 
was in a mortal fright, sure enough, as many a better 
man would be lei such a case, let alone a poor hair- 
dresser.. -1 

As for the hounds, after my first riding in among 
them, I tell yon, honestly, I never saw so much as the 
tip of one of their tails; nothing in this world did 1 sec 
except Trumpeter s dun-coloured mane, and that I gripped 
firm:, riding, by the blessing of luck, safe through the 
walking, the trotting, the galloping, and never so much 
as getting a tumble. 

There was a chap at Croydon, very well known as 
the ‘Spicy Dustman,” who, when ho could get no horse 
to nde to the hounds, turned regularly out ‘on his dou- 
key; and, on this occasion, made one of us. He generally 
managed to keep up with the dogs, by trotting quietly 
through the cross roads, and knowing the country well. 
Well, having a good guess where the hounds would find, 
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and the line that sly Reynolds (as they call the fox) 
would take, the Spicy Dustman turned his animal down 
the lane, from Squashtail to Cutshins Common, across 
which, sure enough, came, the whole- hunt. There J s a 
small hedge and a remarkably fine ditch here; some of 
the leading chaps took both, in gallant style; others went 
round by a gate, and so would I, only I couldidt; for 
Trumpeter -would hare the hedge, and be hanged to 
Min, and went right for it. 

Hoop! if ever you did try a leap! Out go your legs, 
out fling your arms, off goes your hat; and the next thing 
you feed, that is, I did, is a most tremendous thwack 
across the chest, and my feet jerked out of the stirrups; 
me left hi the branches of a tree; Trumpeter gone clean 
from under me, and -walloping and floundering in the 
ditch underneath. One of the stirrup-leathers had caught 
in a stake, and the horse couldn’t get away; and neither 
of us, I thought, ever would have got away; but all of 
a sudden, who should come up the lane but the Spicy 
Dustman ! 

“ Holloa!” says I, “you. gent, ■ just let us down from 
this here tree!” 

“Lor!” says he, “I’m blest if I didn’t take you for 
a robin.” 

“Let ’s down,” says I; but he was all the time em- 
ployed in disengaging Trumpeter, whom, he got out of 
the* ditch, trembling and as quiet as possible. “Let *6 
down,” says I, “Presently,” says lie; and Inking off Ms 
coat, he begins whistling and swishing down Trumpeters 
sides and saddle; and, when he had finished, what do 
you think the rascal did? — he just quietly mounted on 
Trumpeter’s back, and shouts out, “Git down yourself, 
old Bearsgrease ; you Ve only to drop! I’ll give your oss 
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a hairing arter them ’ounds; and yon, vy yon may ride 
back my pony to Tuggeridgeweal ! ” And with thin, I’m 
blest if he didn’t ride away, leaving me holding, as for 
the dear life, and expecting every minute the branch 
would break. 

It did break too, and down 1 came into the slush; 
and, when I got out of it, I can. tell you I didn’t look 
much like the Yenuses or the Apollor Belvidearis what’ 
I used to dress and titivate up lor my shop window, 
when I was in the hair-dressing line, or smell quite so 
elegant as our rose-oil Faugh! what a figure I was! 

I had nothing for it but to mount the dustman’s 
donkey (which was very quietly cropping grass in the 
hedge), and to make my way home; and after a weary, 
weary journey, I arrived at my own gate. 

A whole party was assembled there. Tagrag, who 
had come back; their Excellencies Mace and Punter, who 
were on a visit; and a number of horses walking up and 
down before the whole of the gentlemen of the hunt, 
who had come in after losing their fox! “Here ’s Squire 
Coxe!” shouted the grooms. Out rushed the servants, 
out poured the gents of the hunt, and oil trotted poor 
me, digging into the donkey, and every body dying with 
laughter at me. 

Just as I got up to the door, a horse came galloping 
up, and passed me; a man jumped down, and talcing off 
a fan tail hat, came up, very gravely, to help me down. 

“Squire,” says he, “how came you by that there 
hanimal? Jist git down, will you, and give it to its 
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drowning, I brings Mm back to bis master, and lie calls 
me a rascal!” 

The grooms, the gents, the ladies in the balcony, 
my own servants, all set up a' roar, at tins; and so would 
i/only 1 was so deucedly ashamed, as not to he able to 
laugh just then. 

'.And so my first day's hunting ended. Tagrag and 
the rest declared I shewed great pluck, and wanted me 
to try again; but “no,” says I, “I have been.” 


THE FINISHING TOUCH. 

I jVas always fond of billiards: and, in former days, 
at (Vogram’s, in Greek-street, where a few jolly lads of 
mV acquaintance used to meet twice a w T eek for a game, 
ojfl a snug pipe and beer, I was generally voted the first 
r ma n of the club; and could take five from John, the 
marker himself. I had a genius, in fact, for the game; 
and now that I was placed in that station of life where 
I could cultivate my talents, I gave them full play, and 
improved amazingly. I do say that I think myself as 
good a hand as any chap in England. 

The Count, and his Excellency Baron von Punter, 
were, I can toll you, astonished by the smartness of my 
play l the first two or three rubbers Punter beat me, but 
when I came to know his game, I used to knock him 
all to sticks; or, at least, win six games to his four; and 
■such was the betting upon me; his Excellency losing 
large sums to the Count, who knew what play was, and 
used to back me. I did not play except for shi llin gs, 
so my skill was of no great service to me. 
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One day 1 entered the billiard-room where these three 
gentlemen were high in words. “The thing shall not 
be done/’ I heard Captain Tagrag say, “I won’t stand it.” 
Vat, begause yon would have do bird all to your- 
hey?” said the Baron. 

‘‘You sail not have a single fezare of him, begar,” 
Count, “ve vill blow you,, M. de Taguerague; t 

honneur, ve rill.” 

What’s all this, gents,” says [, stepping in, « about 

birds and feathers?” 

“O” says Tagrag, “we were talking about — about 
pigeon-shooting; the Count, here, says he will blow 
a bird all to pieces at twenty yards, and J said 1 wouldn’t 
stand it, because it was regular murder.” 

“0 yase, it was bidgeon-shooting/’ cries the Baron: 
I know no better short. Have you been hidgeon- 
, my dear Squire? Do ton is gabidal.” “ Xo 
I, “for the shooters, but mighty bad sport 
i” and this joke set them all a-laughing 
I didn’t know then what a good joke it 
’was, neither; but I gave Master Baron, that day, a pro- 
cions good beating, and walked off with no less than 
fifteen shillings of Ms money. 

sporting man, and a man of fashion, I need not 
I took in the “Mare-up,” regularly; ay, and 
wrote one or two trifles in that celebrated publication 
(one of my papers, which Tagrag subscribed for me, 
Phflo-pestiti&uimeus , on the proper sauce for teal and 
widgeon; and the other, signed Scru-tatos, on the best 
means of cultivating the kidney species of that vegetable, 
made no small noise at the time, and got me in the pa- 
lp: a compliment from the editor). 1 was a constant 
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education having been rayther neglected, (for I was taken 
from my studios and set, as is the custom in our trade, 
to practise on a sheep’s-head at the tender age of nine 
years, before I was allowed to venture on the humane 
countenance,) I say being thus curtailed and cut off in 
my classical learning, I must confess I managed to pick 
up a pretty smattering of genteel information from that 
treasury of all sorts of knowledge, at least sufficient to 
make me a match in learning for all the noblemen and 
gentlemen who came to our house. Well, on looking 
over the Flare-up notices to correspondents, I read, one 
day lost April, among the notices, as follows: 

* “‘Automodon.’ We do not know the precise age of 
Mr. Baker of Covent Garden Theatre; nor are we aware 
if that celebrated son of Thespis is a married man. 

“‘Ducks and Green-peas’ is informed, that when A 
plays his rook to B’s second Knight’s square, and B, 
moving two squares with Ins Queen’s pawn, gives check 
to his adversary’s Queen, there is no reason why B’s 
Queen should not take A’s pawn, if B be so inclined. 

*“F. L. We have repeatedly answered the ques- 
tion about Madame Yestris: her maiden name was Bar- 
toloEzi, and she married the son of Charles Mathews, 
the celebrated comedian. 

a ‘Fair Play.* The best amateur billiard and ecarte 
player in England, is Coxe Tuggericlge Coxe, Esq., of 
Portland -place, and Tuggeridgeviile: Jonathan, w r h,o 
knows his play, can only give him two in a game of a 
hundred: and, at the cards, no man is his superior. 





Flare-up should get. such information; and both agreed 
that the Baroa, who still piqued himseli absurdly on his 
play, would he vastly aanoyed by seeing me preferred 
thus to himself. We read him the paragraph, and pre- 
ciously angry he was. “Id is,” he cried, “the tables 
(or ‘do (labels,’ as he called them), do horrid ‘labels; gom 
viz me to London, and dry a slate-table, and 1 Till beat 
you” We all roared at this; ami the end of tlio dispute 
was', that, just to satisfy the fellow, I agreed to 
play Ms Excellency at slate-tables, or any tables he 

“Gut,” says he, “gut; I lif, you know, at Abednego s, 
in de (Quadrant; Ms dabels is goot; ve vill blay dere, d 
you vill;” and I said I would: and it was agreed that, 
one Saturday night, when Jemmy was at the Opera, 
we should go to the Baron’s rooms, and give him a 

chance. , , ,, 

We went, and the little Baron had as fine a supper 
as ever I saw; lots of champang (and I didn’t mind 
drinking it), and plenty of laughing and fun. Afterwards, 
down we went to billiards. “Is dish Misther Loxsh, de 
shelebrated player?” says Mr. Abednego, who was in the 
room, with one’ or two gentlemen of his own persuasion, 
and several foreign noblemen, dirty, snuffy, and hairy, 
as them foreign era arc. “Is dish Misther t’oxsh. blush 
-mo hart.' it is a. holier to see vou, 1 have heard so much 
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himl lieber himmel, you might dry and llook me as well. 
Haw! haw!” 

"Well, we went/ to play. “Fife to four on Coxe ” 
screams out the Count. • — “Bone and done,” says another 
nobleman. “ Ponays,” says the Count. — “Bone,” says 
the nobleman. “I will take your six crowns to four,” 
says the Baron, — “Done,” says I; and, in the twinkling 
•of an eye, I heat him; — once making thirteen off the 
halls without stopping. 

/ "We had some more wine after this; and, if you could 
have seen the long faces of the other noblemen, as they 
pulled out their pencils and wrote LO.U.’s for the 
Count. “Ya toujours, mon eher,” says he to me, “you 
have von for me three hundred pounds.” 

“I ’ll hlay you guineas dis time,” says the Baron. 
“Zeven to four you must give me though;” and so I did: 
and in ten minutes that game was won, and the Baron 
handed over his pounds. “Two hundred and sixty more, 
my dear, dear Coxe,” says the Count; “you are mon 
ange gardien!” “Wot a flat Misther Coxsh is, not to 
back his luck” I heard Abednego whisper to one of the 
foreign noblemen. 

“Ill take your seven to four, in tens,” said I to the 
Baron. “Give me three,” says he, “and done” I gave 
him three, and lost the game by one, “Dobbel, or quits,” 
says he. “Go it ” says I, up to my mettle; “Sam Coxe 
never says no;” — and to it we went. I went in, and 
scored eighteen to his five. “Holy Moshesh!” sap 
Abednego, “dat little Coxsh is a vonder! who’ll take 
odds?” ' 

“111 give twenty to one,” says I, “in guineas.” 

“Ponays, vase, done;” screams out the Count 

“Bonies, done,” roars out the Baron: and, before I 
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could speak , went iu, and, won * you ueu,v„ ... 
two minutes he somehow made the game . # 

0 what a figure 1 cut when my dear .k-mnn heard 
of tills afterwards! In vain 1 swore it wo* ^ 

Count and the Baron swore to pomes; and 

fused thov both said their honour was concerned, and 
tusett, liiuv 1 -uw monev So when the 

they must have my hie, oi then nion \ 

Count shewed mo actually that, w apite ot this M 
(which had been too good to resist) won from mo, he 

K . very heavy h.cr hy the 
me the word of honour of Abednego, hm ’ 

and the foreign noblemen, that ponies W . 

— why, I paid them one thousand pounds aUiliii n o 
good id lawful money; - but u nut io» 

mnpov since: no « no; catch me at that again il „ 
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cial flowers, and tags of muslin or satin, scattered all 
over it, I ? m blest if slie didn’t fill the whole of the front 
of' the box; and it was only by jumping and " dodging, 
three or four times in the course of the night, that I 
could manage to get a sight of the actors. By kneeling 
down, and looking steady under my darling Jemmy’s 
sleeve, I did contrive, every now and then, to have a 
peep of Senior Lablash’s boots, in the Puritanny, and 
once actually saw Madame Greasi’s crown and head-dress 
in Annybalony. J;---./ 44 '-'4 444 ■ -;::4 

What a place that opera is, to be sure! and what 
enjoyments us aristocracy used to have! Just as you 
have swallowed down your three courses (three curses I 
used to call them; — for so, indeed, they are, causing 
a deal of heartburns/headaches, doctor’s bills, pills, 
want of sleep, and such like) — just, I say, as you get 
down your three courses, which I defy any man to en- 
joy properly, unless he has two hours of drink and quiet 
afterwards, up comes the carriage, in bursts my Jemmy, 
as line as a duchess, and scented like our shop. “Come, 
my dear,” says she, “its Normy to-night (or Annybalony, 
or the Nosey di Figaro, or the Gazzylarder, as the case 
may be); Mr. Coster strikes off punctually at eight, and 
you know it’s the fashion to be always present at the 
very -first bar of the aperture;” and so off we are obliged 
to budge, to be miserable for five hours, and to have a 
headache ibr the next twelve, and all because it’s the 
fashion! . ■■ -: : 4 v, ''"a 4. 4 ■■ 

After the aperture, as they call it, comes the opera, 
which, as I am given to understand, is the Italian for 
singing. Why they should sing in Italian, I can’t con- 
ceive; or why they should do nothing but sing: bless us! 
how I u§ed to long for the wooden magpie, in the Gaz- 




jzylarder, to fly tip to the top of the church-steeple, with 
the silver spoons, and see the chaps with the pitch- 
forks to come in and carry off that wicked 'Don June, 
[Not that I don’t admire [Labi ash, and Bubiiii, and bis 
brother, Tomrubini , 1dm who has that iiue bass voir is L 
mean, and acts the Corporal in the first piece, and Don 
June in the second; but three hours is a Huh too much, 
for you can’t sleep ori those little rieketty seats in the 
boxes., 

The opera is bad enough; but what is that to the 
bally? You should have seen iny Jemmy the lire! night 
when she stopped to see it; and when Madarnsalls Fanny 
and Theresa Hustler came forward, along with a gentle- 
man, to dance, you should have seen how Jemmy stared, 
and our girl blushed, when Madamsall Fanny, coming 
forward, stood on the tips of only live of her toes, and 
raising up the other five, and the loot belonging to thong 
almost to her shoulder, twirled round, and round, like a 
teetotum, for a couple of minutes or mart*; and as she 
settled down, at last, on both feet, in a natural decent 
posture, you should have heard how the house roared 
with applause, the boxes clapping with all their might, 
and waving their handkerchiefs; the pit shouting, 
“Bravo!” Some people, who, 1 suppose, were rather 
angry at such an exhibition, threw bunches of flowers 
at her; and what do you think she did? why, hang me, 
if she did not come forward, m though nothing had 
happened, gather up the things they had thrown at her, 
smile, press them to her heart, and begin whirling round 
again, faster than ever. Talk about coolness, I never 
saw such in all my born days. 

“Nasty tiling!” says Jemmy, starting up in a fury; “if 
women will act so, ii- serves them right to' be- treated so.” 
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“0 5 yes! she acts beautifully,” says our friend, his 
Excellency, who, along with Baron yon Punter, and 
Tagrag, used very seldom to miss coming to our box, 

u She may act very beautifully, Munseer, but she 
don’t dress so; and I am very glad they threw that 
orange-peel and all those things at her, and' that the 
jpeople waved to her to get off.” 

Here his Excellency, and the Baron, and Tag, set up 
a roar of Laughter, 

“My dear Mrs. Coxe,” says Tag, "those are the most 
famous dancers in the world; and we throw myrtle, gera- 
niums, and lilies, and roses, at them, in, token of our 
immense admiration!” 

"Well, I never!” said my wife; and poor Jemimarann 
slunk behind the' curtain, and looked as red as it al- 
most. After the one had done, the next begun; but 
when, all of a sudden, a somebody came skipping and 
bounding in, like an Indian-rubber ball, Hinging itself 
up, at least six feet from the stage, and there shaking 
about its legs like mad, we were more astonished than 
ever! 

"'That’s Anatole,” says one of the gentlemen. 

"Anna who?” says my wife, and she might well be 
mistaken; for this person had a hat and feathers, a bare 
neck and arms, .great black ringlets, and a little calico 
frock, which came down to the knees. 

"Anatole; you would not think he was sixty-three 
years old, he’s as active as a man of twenty.” 

u He V* shrieked out my wife; "what, is that there a 
man? For shame! Munseer. Jemimarann, dear, get 
your cloak, and come along; and 111 thank you, my 
dear, to call our people, and let us go home.”' 

You wouldn’t think, after this, that my Jemmy, who 

Thackeray , Miscellanies . IV. 19 
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had shorn, such a horror at the bally, as they call it, 
should ever grow accustomed to it; but she liked to hear 
her name shouted out in the crash-room, and so would 
stop till the end of everything; and, law Mess you! in 
three weeks from that time, she could look at the ballet, 
as she would at' a dancing-dog in the streets, and would 
bring her double-barrelled opera glass up to her eyes as 
coolly as if she had been a bora duchess. As for me, 
I did, at Borne, as Borne does, and precious fun it used 
to be, sometimes. 

My friend, the Baron, insisted, one night, on my 
going behind the scenes; where, being a subscriber, he 
said I had, what they call, my ontray. Behind, then, I 
went; and such, a place you never saw nor heard of! 
Fancy lots of young and old gents, of the fashion, 
crowding round and staring at the actresses practising 
their steps. Fancy yellow, snuffy foreigners, chattering 
always, and smelling fearfully of tobacco. Fancy scores 
of Jews, with hooked noses, and black muzzles, covered 
with, rings, chains, sham diamonds, and gold waistcoats. 
Fancy old men, dressed in old nightgowns, with knock- 
knees, and dirty flesh-coloured cotton stockings, and 
dabs of brick-dust on then wrinkled old chops, and tow- 
wigs (such wigs!) for tiie bald ones, and great tin spears 
in their hands, mayhap, or else shepherds’ crooks,’ and 
fusty garlands of flowers, made of red and green bake. 
Fancy troops of girls, giggling, chattering, pushing to 
and fro, amidst old black canvas, Gothic hails, thrones, 
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wig was off, and a barber was giving it a' touch with 
the tongs; Mmiseer was taking snuff himself, and a boy 
was standing by, with a pint of beer, from the public- 
house at the corner of Ohaiies-street. 

I met with ' a little accident, during the three-quar- 
ters of an hour which they allow, for the entertainment 
of us men of fashion on the stage, before the curtain 
draws up for the bally, while the ladies in the boxes 
are gaping, and the people in the pit are drumming with 
their feet and canes in the rudest manner possible, as 
though they couldn’t wait. 

Just at the moment before the little bell rings, and 
the curtain fries up, and we scuffle off to the sides (for 
we always stay till the very last moment), I was in the 
middle of the stage, making myself very affable to the 
fair iiggerantys winch was spinning and twirling about 
me, and asking them if they wasn’t cold, and such like 
politeness, in the most condescending way possible, 
•when a holt was suddenly withdrawn, and down I 
popped, through a trap in the stage, into the place 
below. Luckily, X -was stopped by apiece of machinery, 
consisting of a heap of green blankets and a young lady 
coming up as Tonus rising from the sea. If I had not 
fallen so soft, I don’t know what might have been the 
consequence of the collusion, I never told Mrs. Coxe, 
for she can’t bear to hear of my paying the least atten- 
tion to the lair sex. 
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Ilif door to ns, in Portlaad-pla.ee, lived the Eight 
Honourable the Earl of Kilblazos, of Kiimaerwj Castle, 
county Kildare, raid his mother, flic Dowager Countess. 
Lady Kilblazes had a daughter, Lady Juliana Matilda 
Mae Turk, of the exact age of our dear Jemimarann; 
and a son, the Honourable Arthur Wellington Anglesey 
Bluehcr Bulow Mac Turk, only ten months older than 
our boy, Tug. 

My darling Jemmy is a woman of spirit, and, as 
become her station, made every possible attempt to be- 
come acquainted with the Dowager Countess of Kilblazes, 
which her. ladyship (because, forsooth, she was the 
daughter of the Minister, and Prince of Wales’s great- 
friend, the Earl of Poriansherrv) thought fit to reject. 
I don’t wonder : at my Jemmy growing so angry with 
her, and determining, in. every way, to put her ladyship 
down. The Kilblazes* estate is not so large as . the 
Tuggcridge property, by two thousand aryear, at least; 
and so my with, when our neighbours kept only two 
footmen, was. quite authorised in haling three; and she 
made it a point, as soon .as ever the Kilblazes* carriage* 
and-pair came round, to have out her own carriage-and- 
four. 

Well, our box was next to theirs at the Opera; only 
twice as big. Whatever masters went to Lady Juliana, 
came to my Jemimaraim ; and what do you think Jemmy 
did? she got her celebrated governess, Madame de Elio- 
flac, away from the , Countess, by offering a double 
salary. It was quite a treasure, they said, to have 
Madame Elicfiac, she had been (to support her 'father, 
the Count , when he emigrated) a French dancer at the 
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Italian Opera., French dancing, and Italian, therefore, 
we liad at once, and in the best. style; it is astonishing 
how quick and well she used to speak — the French 
especially. 

Master Artur Mae Turk was at the famous school of 
the Reverend Clement Coddler, along with a hundred 
and ten other young fashionables, from the age of three 
do' fifteen; and to this establishment Jemmy sent our 
Tug, adding forty guineas to the hundred and twenty 
paid every year for the hoarders. I think I found out 
the dear souks reason, for, one day, speaking about the 
school to a mutual acquaintance of ours and the 
Kilblazes, she whispered to him, that “she never would 
have thought of sending her darling boy at the rate which 
her next door neighbours paid; their lad, she was sure, 
must be starved: however, poor people! they did the 
best they could on their income.” 

CoddleFs, in fact, was the tip-top school, near Lon- 
don; he had been tutor to the Duke of Buckminster, 
who had set him up in the school, and, as I tell you, 
all the peerage and respectable commoners came to it. 
You read in the bill (the snopsis, I think Coddler called 
it), alter the account of the charges for board, masters, 
extras, &c. — “Every young nobleman (or gentleman) 
is expected to bring a knife, fork, spoon, and goblet of 
silver (to prevent breakage), which will not be returned; 
a dressing-gown and slippers; toilet-box, pomatum, curl- 
ing-irons, &c. &c. The pupil must, on no account, be 
allowed to have more than ten guineas of pocket-money, 
unless his parents particularly desire it, or lie be above 
fifteen years of age. Wine will be an extra charge; as 
are warm, vapour, and douche baths; carnage exercise 
will be provided at the rate of fifteen guineas per 



quarter. It is earnestly requested that no young noble- 
man (or gentleman) be allowed to smoke. In a plmm 
devoted to the cultivation of polite literature , such an 

ignoble enjoyment were profane. 

“C^ekek* Gobbles, M.A., 

. ; ■ 7 7 ■ Chgtjd&iii and late Inter to hit f*ne« th* 

u Mount iPferntstixi , iUchmond , Surrey*- Duke of Bttvkminstc rV* 

To this establishment our Tug was sent. “Recollect, 
my dear,” said his mamma, “that you are a Tuggeridge 
by birth, and that I expect you to beat all the boys in 
the school, especially that Wellington Mac Turk, who 
though he is a lord's son, is nothing to you, who are 
the heir of Tuggeridgeville ” 

Tug was a smart young fellow enough, and could 
cut and curl as well as any young chap of Ms age; he 
was not a bad hand at a wig either, and could shave, 
too, very prettily; but that was in the old time, when 
we were not great people: when he came to be a gentle- 
man, he had to leam Latin and Greek, and. had a deal 
of lost time to make up for, on going to school 

However, we had no tear; for the lleverend Mr. 
Coddler used to send monthly accounts of his pupils' 
progress, and if Tug was not a wonder of the world, 1 
don't know who was. It was 

excellent. 7 
very good* 
ires Men. 
pptimVi:, 

and so on: — he possessed all the virtues, and wrote to 
us every month for money. My dear Jemmy and I 
determined to go and see hint, after he had been at 
school a quarter; we went, and were shown by Mr. 


General behaviour 
French 

Latin >■■■■■. , 
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Coddler, ^ one of the meekest # smilingest little men I 
ever., saw# into the heel-rooms and eating-rooms (the dro- 
mitaries and refractories he called them), which were all 
comfortable as comfortable might.be. “It is a holi- 
to-day,” said Mr. Coddler; and a holiday it seemed 
to be: — in the dining-room were half a dozen young 
gentlemen playing at cards' (“all tip-top nobility,” ob- 
served Mr. Coddler); — in the bed-rooms there was only 
one gent; he was lying on his bed, reading novels and 
smoking cigars. “Extraordinary genius!” whispered 
Coddler; “Honourable Tom Eitz-Warter, cousin of Lord 
Byron’s; smokes all day; and has written the sweetest 
poems you con imagine. Genius, my dear madam, you 
know# genius must have its way.” “Well, upon my 
word,” says Jemmy, “if that’s genius# I had rather that 
Master Tuggeridge Coxe Tuggeridge remained a dull 
fellow.” 

“Impossible# my dear madam,” said Coddler, “Mr. 
Tuggeridge Coxe couldn't he stupid if he tried? 

Just then up comes Lord Claude Lollypop, third son 
of the Marquis of Allycompane. We were introduced 
instantly. “.Lord Claude Lollypop# Mr. and Mrs. Coxe;” 
the little lord wagged his head# my wife bowed very 
low# and so did Mr. Coddler# who# as he saw my lord 
making for the play-ground# begged him to show us the 
way. — “Come along,” — says my lord; and as he 
walked before us, whistling, we had leisure to remark 
the beautiful holes in his jacket, and elsewhere. 

About twenty young noblemen (and gentlemen) were 
gathered round a pastrycook’s shop, at the end of the 
green. “That’s the grub-shop,” said my lord# “where 
we young gentlemen wot has money buys our wittles, 
and them young gentlemen wot has none# goes tick.” 
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Then we passed a poor red-haired usher, Bitting on 
a bench alone, “That's Mr. Hicks, the Rusher, ma’am,'* 
gays my lord; “we keep him, for lie's very useful to 
throw stones at, and he keep tine chaps' coate when 
there's a fight, or a game at cricket. — Well, Hicks, 
how's your mother? what’s the row now?” “I believe, 
my lord,” said the usher, very meekly, “there is a 
pugilistic encounter somewhere on the premises — the 
Honourable Mr. Mae — ” ■ 

“0! come along,” said Lord Lollypop, “come along, 
this way, ma’am! Go it, ye cripples!” and my lord 
pulled my dear Jemmy’s gown in the kindest and most 
familiar way, she trotting on after him, mightily pleased 
to he. so taken notice of, and I after her. A little boy 
went running across the green. “Who is it, Betitoes?” 
screams my lord. “Turk and the barber,” pipes Petitoes, 
and runs to the pastrycook’s like mad. “Turk and the 
ba — laughs out my lord, looking at us: “hurra I this 
way, ma’am;” and, turning round a comer, he opened 
a door into a court-yard, where a number of hoys were 
collected, and a great noise of shrill voices might be 
heard. “Go it, Turk!” says one. “Go it, barber!” 
says another. “ Punch hith life out ” roars another, 
whose voice was just cracked, and his clothes half a 
yard too short for him! 

Frnmj our horror, when, on the crowd making way, 
we saw Tug pummcling away at the Honourable Master 
Mac Turk! My dear Jemmy, who don’t understand such 
things, pounced upon the two at once, and, with one 
hand tearing away, Tug, sent Mm spinning back into; the 
arms of his seconds, while, with the other, she clawed 
hold of Master Mac Turk’s red, hair, and, as soon as she 
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Although there was a regular cut between the next 
door people and us, yet Tug and the Honourable Master 
Mac Turk kept up their acquaintance oyer the back- 
garden wall, and in the stables, where they were fight- 
ing, making friends, and playing tricks from morning to 
night, during the holidays. Indeed, it was from young 
Mac that we first heard of Madame de Elicflac, of whom 
ray Jemmy robbed Lady Kilblazes, as I before have 
related. When our friend, the Baron, first saw Madame, 
a very tender greeting passed between them, for they 
had, as it appeared, been old friends abroad. “Sapristie,” 
said the Baron, in his lingo, “que fais tu ici, Amenaide 
“Et toi, mon pauvre Chicot/’ says she; “est ce qu’on 
fa mis a la retraite? H parait que tu n’est plus General 
chess Franco — ” u Ckut y ” says the Baron, putting Ms 
finger to his lips. 

“What are they saying, my dear?” says my wife to 
Jemimarann, who had a pretty knowledge of the language 
by this time. 


got her second hand free, banged it about his face and 
ears like a good one. 

“You nasty — wicked — quarrelsome — aristocratic 
(each word was a hang) — aristocratic, oh! oh I oh!” 
Here the words stopped; for, what with the agitation, 
maternal solicitude, and a dreadful kick on the ' shins 
which., I .am; ashamed to say, Master Mac Turk adminis- 
tered, my dear Jemmy could bear it.no longer, and sunk, 
faulting away, in my arms. 
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' “I don’t know what ‘Sapriidk* means, mamma; but 
the Baron asked Madame what she was doing here? and 
Madame said, “And yon, Chicot, you are no more a 
general at Franco,* — Have I not translated rightly, 

Madame ?* 

“Oui, men chon, mon ange ; vase, my angel, my 
eabaggc, quite right. Figure yourself, 1 have known my 
dear Chicot dis twenty years/ 

“Chicot is my name of baptism,** says the Baron; 

Baron Chicot da Punter is my name/ “And being a 
general at Franco/ says Jemmy, “means, 1 suppose, 
being a French General?” 

“Yes, ‘I vas/ said he, “ General Baron do Punter, 
nest *a pas, Amenaide?** 

“0, yes!** said Madame Flictlac ; and laughed; and 1 
and Jemmy -laughed out of politeness : ami a pretty 
laughing matter it was, as you shall hear. 

About this time my Jemmy became one of the Lady- 
Patronesses of that admirable institution, “The “Washer- 
woman’s Orphans* Home;** Lady deSudley. was the great 
projector of it; and the manager and chaplain, the ex- 
cellent and. Reverend Sidney ' Stopper. , His salary, as 
chaplain, and that of Doctor Leitcli, the physician (both 
cousins of her Ladyship’s), drew away five hundred 
pounds from the six subscribed to the Charity: and Lady 

-Beulah Spa, with the aid of 
who were in town last year, 
more money into its treasury. A 
eeordingly drawn up, and published 
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APPEAL. 

i BRITISH WASHERWOMAN VoRPHANS’ HOME. 

; The “ Washerwoman-Orphans’ Home” lias now been 

i established seven years: and the good which it has 

, effected is, it may he confidently stated, incalculable . 

Ninety-eight orphan children of washerwomen have been 
lodged within its walls. One hundred and two British 
I Washerw r omen have been relieved when in the last state 

j of decay. One hundred and ninety-eight thousand 
articles of male and female dress have been washed, 
mended, buttoned, ironed, and mangled, in the Estab- 
! lishment. And, by an arrangement with the governors 

of the Foun dlin g, it is hoped that the Baby-linen or 
that Hospital will be confided to the British “Washerwo- 
man’s Home! ^ 

With such prospects before it, is it not sad, is it not 
lamentable to think, that the Patronesses of the Society 
have been compelled to reject the applications of no less 

than THEBE THOUSAND EIGHT HUNDRED AND ONE BRITISH 

Washerwomen, from lack of means for their -support? 

Ladies of England! Mothers of England! to you we 
appeal. Is there one of you that will not respond to the 4 

cry in behalf of these deserving members of our sex? M 

It has been determined by the Ladies-Patronesses to 
give a fete at Beulah Spa, on Thursday, Juli 25; which 
will be graced with the first foreign and native TAiaart, 
by the first foreign and native bank; and where they 
beg for the attendance of every washerwoman’s eriend. 

Her Highness the Princess of Schloppenzollemschwig- 
maringen, the Duke of Saeks-Tubbingen, His Excellency 
Baron Stmmpff, His Excellency Lootf- Allee-Xoolee-Bis- 
millah-Mohamed-Busheed- Allah , the Persian Ambassador, 
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Prince Futtee-Jaw f Envoy from the King of Oudc, Hk 
Excellency Don Alonzo Hi Oachachero -y-F andango * y- 
Castaneto, the Spanish Ambassador, Count Ravioli, from 
Milan, the Envoy of the Republic of Topinambo, and a 
host of other fasliionabks, promised to honour the festi- 
val: and their names made a famous show in the hills. 
Besides these, we had the celebrated hand of Moscow- 
musiks, the seventy-seven Transylvanian trumpeters, and 
the toons Bohemian Minnesingers; with all the leading 
artists of London, Baris, the Continent, and the rest of 
Europe. 

' I leave yon to fancy what a splendid triumph for the 
British Washerwoman’s Home was to come off on that 
day. A beautiful tent was erected, in which the Ladies- 
Patronesses were to meet; it was hung round with spe- 
cimens of the skill of the washenvomen’s orphans; ninety- 
six of whom were to be feasted in the gardens, and waited 
on by the Ladies -Patronesses. ; 

Well, Jemmy and my daughter, Madame de Flicfluc, 
myself; the Count, Baron Punter, Tug, and Tagrag, all 
went down in the chariot and baroucho-and-four , quite 
eclipsing poor Lady Kilblazes and her carriage-and- 
two. 

There was a fine cold collation, to which the friends 
of the Ladies-Patronesses were admitted; after which, my 
1 ladies and their beaux went strolling through the walks; 
Tagrag and the Count having each an arm of Jemmy; 
the Baron giving, an arm a-pieee to 'Madame and Jerai- 
marann. Whilst they were walking, whom should they 
light upon but poor Orlando Crump, my successor in the 
perfumery and hair-cutting. 

“Orlando!” says Jonmnarann, blushing as red as a 
label, and holding out her hand. 
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" JemimarP says lie, holding out Ms, and taming as 
white as pomatum. 

u Sir ! 99 says Jemmy, as stately as a Duchess. 

“What! madam,” says poor Cramp, “don't you, re- 
member your shopboy?” 

“Dearest mamma, don’t you recollect Orlando!” 
whimpers Jemimarann, whose hand he had; got hold of. 

' “Miss Tuggeridge Coxe,” says Jemmy, “I’m sur- 
prised of you. Remember, sir, that our position is 
altered, and oblige me by no more familiarity.” 

“Insolent fellow,” says the Baron, “vat is dis 


canaille?” 

“Canal yourself, Mounseer,” says Orlando, now grown 
quite furious; lie broke away, quite indignant, and was 
soon lost in the crowd. Jemimarann, as soon 'as he was 
gone, began to look very pale and ill; and her mamma, 
therefore, took her to a tent, where she left her along 
with Madame Flicilac and the Baron; going off hersell 
with the other gentlemen, in order to join us. 

It appears they had not been seated very long, when 
Madame Flioflac suddenly sprung up, with an excla- 
mation of joy, and rushed forward to a friend whom she 

saw pass. . , 

The Baron was left alone with Jemimarann; and, 
whether it was the champagne, or that my dear girl 
looked more than commonly pretty, I don’t know; but 
Madame Fliciiac had not been gone a minute, when the 
Baron dropped on his knees, and made her a regular 

declaration. . 

Poor Orlando Crump had found me out hy this time, 
and was standing by my side, listening, ns melancholy 
as possible, to the famous Bohemian Minnesingers, who 
were singing the celebrated words of the poet Gothy: 



1 



casira »uir 


t$k b«i happ 1% i*«, Sb bl«i ya hupp Illy 1 «n 
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: : : : Chonis* Todle-sHlle-odk'-odle-odk^odlt. "Imppl ' .y odlt-ecll't* 

They were standing with their hands in their waist- 
coats, as usual, and had just come to the o-o-o, at the 
end of the chorus of the forty -seventh stanza , when 
Orlando started: “That's a scream!” says he, “Indeed 
it is/* says I; “and, but for the fashion of the thing* a 
very ugly scream, too:’* when I heard another shrill, 01 
as I thought; and Orlando bolted off, crying, “By 
heavens, it \s Iwr voice!” “ Whose vohe?" says h 
“Come and see the row/* says Tag; and off we went, 
with a considerable number of people, who saw tins 
strange move on Ins part. 

We came to the tent, and there we found my poor 
Jeminiarann fainting; her mamma holding a smelling- 
bottle; the Baron, on the ground, holding a handkerchief 
to his bleeding nose; and Orlando squaring at him, and 
calling on him to fight if he dared. 

My Jemmy looked at Crump very fierce, “Take 
that feller away/* says she, “he has insulted a French 
nobleman, and deserves transportation, at the least.” 

Poor Orlando was carried off. “I Vo no patience 
with the little minx,” says Jemmy, giving Jeimmumnn 
a pinch: “She might be a Baron’s lady; and she screams 
out because his Excellency did but squeeze her hand/' 

“0, mamma! mammal” sobs poor Jemimaninn, “but 
he was td-tipsy/* V.,' V .. 

u T-irtipsy \ and the more shame for you, you hussy, 
to be offended with a nobleman who does not know 
what he is doing,” 


A TOUBN AMENT. 


303 


A TOURNAMENT. 
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u l say , Tug/’ said Mac Turk, one day, soon after 
! our flare-up at Beulah, “Kilblazes comes of age in Octo- 
I her, and then well cut you out, as I told you: the old 

■j harheress will die of spite when she hears what we are 

going to do* What do you think? we’re going to have 
a foiiraament!’ 5 “What ? s a tournament?” says Tug, 
i -and so said his mamma, when she heard the news; and 
I when she knew what a tournament was, I think, really, 

| she was as angry as Mac Turk said she would be, and, 

i: gave us no 'peace for days .together* “What!” says she, 

“dress up in armour, like play-actors, and run at each 
other with spears? the Kilblazes must he mad!” And 
! so 1 thought, hut I didn't think the Tuggeridges would 

be mad too, as they were; for, when Jemmy heard that 
the Eilblazes festival was to be, as yet, a profound 
i secret, what does she do, but send down to the Morning 

j Post a flaming accoimt of 

a THE PASSAGE OF ARMS, AT TU GGERXD GE VIIXE 1 

“The days- of chivalry are not past. The fair Castel- 
lano of T-gg-r-dgeville, whose splendid entertainments 
have so often been alluded to in. this paper, has deter- 
mined to give one, which shall exceed, in splendour, 
even the magnificence of the middle ages. We are not 
at liberty to say more; but a tournament, at which His 
Ex-l-ncy B-r-n de P-nt-r, and Thomas T-gr-g, Esq.,, 
eldest son of Sir Th-s T-gr-g, are to be the knights- 
defendants against all comem; a Queen of Beauty, of 
whose loveliness every frequenter of fashion has felt the 
power; a banquet, unexampled in the annals of Gunter; 
and a ball, in which the recollections of ancient chivalry 
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The Baron was the life of the seheine: he longed to 
be on horse-back , and in the field at TuggeridgeviUe, 
where he, Tagrag, and a number of our Mends practised; 
he was the very best filter present: he vaulted over his 
horse, and played such wonderful antics, m never were 
done except at Duerow’s, 

And now 7 — 0 that I laid twenty pages, instead of 
this short chapter, to describe the wonders of the day! 

■ — Twenty -four knights came from Ashley’s, at two 
guineas a-head. We were in hopes to have had Miss 
Woolcombe, in the character of loan of Arc, but that 
lady did not appear. We had a tent for the challengers, 
at each side of which hung, what they called, f smacking 
(like hatchments, which they put up when people' die), 
and underneath sat their pages, holding their helmets 
for the tournament* Tagrag was in brass amour (my 
city connections got him that famous suit); his Excel- 
lency in polished steel My wife wore a coronet, 
modelled exactly alter that of Queen Catharine, in 
Henry V,; a tight gilt jacket, which set off dear Jemmy’s 
%ure wonderfully, and a train of at least forty feet* 
Dear Jemimaninn was in white, her hair braided with 
pearls. Madame do EHeflac appeared as Queen Eliza- 
beth; and Lady Blanche Bluenose as a Turkish princess. 
An alderman of London, and his lady; two magistrates 
of the county, and the very pink of Croydon; several 
Polish noblemen; two Italian Counts (besides mr Count); 
one hundred and ten young officers, from Aldiscoimb© 
College, m full uniform, commanded by Major-General 
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Sir Miles Mulligatawney, K. C. B. and Ids Mdy; the 
Misses Kmminy’s l’ 1 ini slung Establishment, and fourteen 
young ladies, all ixi white; the Reverend Doctof 
AVapshot, and forty -nine young gentlemen, of the first 
families, under his charge — were some only ot the 
company. ■ I leave you to fancy, that, if my Jemmy did,.- . 
seek for fashion, she had enough of it on this occasion. 
They wanted me to have mounted again, but my 
hunting -day had been sufficient; besides I ain’t big 
enough for a real knight: so, as Mrs. Coxe insisted on 
my opening the Tournament — and I knew it was in 
vain to resist — ■ the Baron and Tagrag had undertaken 
to arrange so that I might come off with safety, if I 
came off at all They had procured, from the Strand 
Theatre, a famous stud of hobby-horses, which they told 
me had been trained for the use of the great Lord 
Bateman. 1 did not know exactly what they were till 
they arrived; but as they had belonged to a lord, I 
thought it was all right, and consented; and I found it 
the best sort of riding, after all, to appear to be on 
horseback and walk safely a-foot at the same time, and 
it was impossible to come down as long as I kept on 
my own legs; besides, I could cuff and pull my steed 
about as much as I liked, without fear of Ms biting or 
kicking in return. As Lord of the Tournament, they 
placed in my hands a lance, ornamented spirally, in blue 
and gold; I thought of the pole over my old shop-door, 
and almost wished myself there again, as I capered up 
to the battle in my helmet and breast-plate, with all the 
trumpets blowing and drums beating at the time. Captain 
Tagrag was my opponent, and preciously we poked each 
oilier, till, prancing about, 1 put my foot on my horses 
petticoat behind, and down I came, getting a thrust 
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from the Captain, at the same time, that almost broke 
my shoulder- bone. “This was sufficient " they said, 

“for the laws of chivalry;" and I was glad to get 
off so. 

Alter that, the gentlemen riders, of whom there were 
no less than seven, in complete armour, and the pro- 
fessionals, now ran at the ring; and the Baron was far, 

tar the most skilful. 

“Mow sweetly the dear Baron rides," said my wife, 
who was always ogling at Mm, smirking, smiling, and 
waving her handkerchief to him. “I say, Sam,” ways a 
professional to one of his friends, as, alter their course, 
they came cantering up, and ranged under Jemmy’s 
bower, as she called it; — “ l say, Sam, I bn Mowed 
if that chap in harmer mustn’t hare been one of 1ms" 
And this only made Jemmy the more pleased; for the 
fact is, the Baron had chosen the best way of winning 
Jemimarann by courting her mother; 

The Baron was declared conqueror at the ring;. and 
Jemmy awarded him the prise, a wreath of white roses, 
which she placed on his lance; he receiving it grace- 
fully, and bowing, until the plumes of Im helmet 
mingled with the mane of his charger, winch backed to 
the other end of the lists, and then, galloping back to 
the place where Jemimanmn was seated, he begged her 
to place it on his helmet: the poor girl blushed very 
much., and did so. As all the people were applauding, 
Tagrag rushed up, and, laying hk hand on the Baronk 
shoulder, whispered something in his ear, which, made 
the other very angry, I suppose, for he shook 1dm off 
violently. “ Ohaeun pour soi” gays he, “ Monsieur de 
Taguerague ;* which means, I am. told, “every man for 
himself;" and then he rode away, throwing his lance in 


’-:X' 


! • ' ■ ' 


A TOUBNA'MENT. 


307 



the ‘air, catching it, and making his horse caper and 
prance, to the admiration of all beholders. 

After this came the “Passage of Arms;” Tagrag and 
the Baron ran courses against the other 'champions; ay, 
and unhorsed two a-piece; whereupon the other three 
refused to turn out; and preciously we laughed at them, 

tO be SUre! ... ; ;V- 

“Now, it ’s our turn, Mr. Chicot ” says Tagrag, shaking 
his list at the Baron: “look to yourself, you infernal 
mountebank, for, by Jupiter, 111 do my best;” and be- 
fore Jemmy and the rest of us, -who were quite be- 
wildered, could say a word, these two Mends were 
charging away, spears in hand, ready to kill each other. 
In vain Jemmy screamed; in vain 1 threw down my 
truncheon: they had broken two poles before I could 
say “Jack Robinson,” and were driving at each other 
with the two new ones. The Baron had the worst of 
the first course, for he had almost been carried out of 
Ms saddle: “Hark you, Chicot!” screamed out Tagrag, 
“next time look to your head:” and next time, sure 
enough, each aimed at the head of the other. 

Tagrags spear hit the right place; for it carried off 
the Baron’s helmet, plume, rose-wreath and all; hut his 
Excellency hit truer still — Ms knee took Tagrag on, 
the neck, and sent him to the ground like a stone. 

"He’s won! he’s won!” says Jemmy, waving her 
handkerchief; Jemimarann fainted, Lady Blanche screamed, 
and I felt so sick that I thought I should drop. All the 
company were in an uproar: only the Baron looked calm, 
and bowed very gracefully, and kissed his hand to 
Jemmy; when, all of a sudden, a Jewish-loekmg man, 
springing over the barrier, and followed by three more, 
rushed towards the Baron. “Keep the gate, Bob!” he 




BOB 


«X f S BtiBT, 


holloas out* “Baron: I armt you. at the suit of Samuel 

JjmBm , for — ; 1 

But ho never said for what; shouting out, “Aha!” 
and u Sapprrrri*tk!” and I don’t know what, Ids Ex- 
cellency drew his sword f dug his spurs into his hom\ 
and was over the poor bailiff 1 , and off Imfore another 
word; he had threatened to run through, one of the* 
bailiffs followers, Mr. Stubbs, only that gentleman made 
way for him; and when wc? took up the bail iff* and 
brought him round by the aid of a little brandy-ami- 
water, he told us all. H 1 had a writ againsht him, 
Mishter Coxsh, hut I didn’t vant to nhpoil shport; and, 
beshidesh, I didn’t know him until dev knocked oil* his 
sliteel cap!” 

* # # % # # 

Here was a. "pretty business! 


OVER-BOAKDED AND UNDER-LODGED. 

We had no great reason to brag of our tournament 
at Tuggeridgeville: but, after all, it was better than the 
turnout of Kilblazes, where poor Lord Heydownderry 
went about in a black velvet dressing-gown , and the 
Emperor Napoleon Bonypart appeared in a suit of armour, 
and silk stockings, like Mr. PcdFs friend, in. Pickwick; 
we , having employed the gentlemen from Astley’s Anti- 
theatre, had some decent sport for our money. 

We never heard a word from the Baron, who had so 
distinguished himself by his horsemanship, and had 
knocked down (and very justly) Mr. Nabb, the bailiff, 
and Mr. Stubbs, his man, who came to lay hands upon 
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him. My sweet Jemmy seemed to be very low in spirits 
after his departure, and a sad thing it is to^see her in 
low spirits; on days of illness she no more minds giving 
Jemimaramn a box on the ear, or sending a plate of muf- 
fins across a table at poor me, than she does taking 
her tea. 

Jemmy, I say, was very low in spirits; hut, one day 
'(I remember it was the day after Captain Higgins called, 
and said he had seen the Baron at Boulogne), she vowed 
that nothing but change of air would do her good, and 
declared that she should die unless she went to the sea- 
side in France. I knew what this meant, and that I 
might as well attempt to resist her, as to resist Her 
Gracious Majesty in Parliament assembled; so I told the 
people to pack up the things, and took four places on 
board the Grand Turk steamer for Boulogne. 

The travelling-carriage, which, with Jemmy's thirty- 
seven boxes and my carpet-bag, was pretty well loaded, 
was sent on board, the night before; and we, after break- 
fasting in Portland Place (little did I think it was the 
— but, poh! never mind), went down to the Custom 
House in the other carriage, followed by a hackney-coach 
and a cab, with the servants and fourteen band-boxes 
and tranks more, which were to be wanted by my dear 
girl in the journey. 

The road down Cheapside and Thames-street need 
not be described: we saw the monument, a memento of 
the wicked popish massacre of Si Bartholomew; — why 
erected here I can't think, as St. Bartholomew is in Smith- 
field; - — we had a glimpse of Billingsgate, and of the 
Mansion House, where wo saw the two-and-twenty shil- 
ling coal smoke coming out of the chimneys, and were 
landed at the Custom House in safety. I felt melancholy, 
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for we were going among a people of swindle ra, m all 
Fm^dunen ate thought to lie; and, besides not Wing 
able to speak t he language, leaving our own dour enuntrv, 

and honest countrymen. 

Fourteen porters came out , and each took n pm huge 
with the greatest civility; calling Jemmy her ladyship, 
me your honour: ay, and your honouring and my 
ladyshipping even my man and the maid in the cub, 

1 somehow felt all over quite melancholy at going 
away; "‘Merc, my time fellow/ says 1 to the coaithman, 
who was standing very impactful, holding his hat in one 
baud and Jemmy’s jewel-ease in tlie other, “here, my 
■flue chap/ says I, “here ’s six shillings for you/ for I 
not care for the money. 

“Six what?” says he. 

“Six shillings, fellow/ shrieks Jemmy, “and twice as 
much as your fare.” 

“Feller, inarm/ says tills insolent coachman, “feller 
yourself, inarm : do you think I’m a-going to kill my 
horses, and break my precious back, and bust my carriage, 
and carry you, and your kids, and your traps , for six 
hog?” And with this the monster dropped his hat, with 
money in it, and doubling his fist,, put it so very 
nose that i really thought he would have made 
s keighteen shillings/ says he, “huint 
these gentlemen.’ 1 

more than seventeen and six / says 
one of the fourteen porters, “but, if the genTman is a 
genTmon, he ean’t give no less than a guttering any how” 

1 wanted to resist, and Jemmy screamed like a Turk; 
but, “Holloa!” says one: “What’s the row?” says another: 
“Come, dub npP roars a third; and 1 don’t mind telling 
you, in confidence, that I was so tightened that I, took 
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out the sovereign and gave it. My man and Jemmy’s 
maid had disappeared by this time; they always do when, 
there 's a robbery or a row going on. 

I was going after them. “ Stop, Mr. Ferguson,” pipes 
a young gentleman of about thirteen, with a red livery 
waistcoat that reached to his ankles, and every variety 
of button, pin, string, to keep it together: “Stop, Mr. 
•Hoff,” says he, taking a small pipe out of his mouth, 
“and don’t forgit the cabman.” 

“ What’s your fare, my lad?” says I. 

“Why, let’s see — yes — ho! — my fare ’s seven- 
suid-thirty and eigktpenee eggs — aely.” 

The fourteen gentlemen, holding the luggage, here 
hurst out and laughed very rudely indeed; and the only 
person who seemed disappointed was, I thought, the 
hacknev-eoaehman. “Why, you rascal!’ says Jemmy, 
laying hold of the boy, “do you want more than the 

coachman?” _ . , 

“Don’t rascal me, marm!” shrieks the little chap m 
return. “What’s the coach to me? Yy, you may go in 
an omlibus for sixpence if you like; vy don’t you go and 
buss it, marm? Vy did you call my cab, marm? Vy am 
1 to come forty mile, from Scarlot-street, Po’tlnd Street, 
Po’tl’nd Place, and not git my fare, marm? Come, give 
me a suffering and a half, and don’t keep my hoss 

n-vaiting all day.” . ., , 

'H 1 i B speech, which takes some time to write down, 
was made in about the fifth part of a second; and, at 
the end of it, the young gentleman hurled down his pipe, 
and, advancing towards Jemmy, doubled his fist, and 
seemed to challenge her to fight. , 

My dearest girl now turned from red to be as pale 
as white Windsor, and fell' into my arms: what was I to 
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do? I called, .Policeman! but a policeman ■won’t interfere 
in Thasnes-sireet; robbery is licenced there; what was 1 
to do? Ob! my heart beats with paternal gratitude when 
I think of what my Tug did. 

As soon as this young cab chap put himself into a 

fighting attitude, Master Tuggeridge who had 

been standing by, laughing very rudely l thought ■■ 
Muster Tuggeridgc Coxe, I say, thing his jacket suddenly 
into his mamma’s face (the brass buttons made her start , 
ami recovered her a little), and, before we could say a 
word, was in the ring in which wo stood (formed by the 
porters, nine orangemen and women, 1 don t know how 
many newspaper boys, hotel ends, and old cluthesmon}, 
mid, whirling about two little white fists in the face of 
the gentleman in the red waistcoat, who brought, up a 
great pair of black ones up to bear on the enemy, was 
engaged in an instant. 

. But, law 'bless you! Tug kid tot been at Hichmond 
School for no tiling; and milled away — one, two, right 
and left — like a little, hero as he is, with all his dear 
mother’s spirit in him: first came a crack which aunt 
a long dusky white hat, that looked damp and deep like 
a well, and* had a long black crape rag twisted round it 
— first came a crack which sent this white hat spinning 
over* the gentleman’s cab, and scattered among the crowd 
a vast number of tilings which the cabman kept in it,— - 
' such as a ball of string, a piece of candle, a bomb, 
a whipdash, a little warbler, a slice of bacon, &<s. &c* 
The cabman seemed sadly ashamed of this display, 
but Tug gave him no time: another blow was planted 
on his cheek-bone; and a third, which hit him straight 
on the nose, sent this rude cabman straight down to the 



“Brayro, my lord I ' srioutea au 
“I won’t have no more, thahk.yer ; 
cabman, gathering himself up, “give i 
vil yer, and let me git away.” 

“What’s your fare now, you cowai 

says Tug. . 

“Vy, then, two and eightpence, 
along, — - you know it is:” and twc 
he had; and everybody applauded ! 
the tab-boy, and asked Tug for sons 
We heard the packet-bell ringing, as 
the stairs to he in time. 

I now thought our troubles won! 
mine were, very nearly so, in one s 
after Mrs. Coxe, and Jenmnarann, a: 
maid, and valet, and valuables had bt 
it came to my turn. I had often hear 
taken up by a Bank, but seldom o 
down by one. Just as I was going ov 
olf a little, the board slipped, and d 
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mixture in my inside: in fact, for some hours 1 was in 

a very deplorable .state. 
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Wat, we arrived at Boulogne; and J>nraiy, after* 
making inquiries, right and left, about Hit* Baron , found 
that no such person was known then?; and being bent, 
1 suppose, at all events, on man ylng her daughter to 
a lord, she determined to set off tor Paris, where, m 
he had often said, he possessed a magnificent — , hotel 
hi} ’called it; — and I remember Jemmy being mightily 
indignant at the idea; but hold, we found afterwards, 
means only a house, in French, and tills reconciled her, 
Need I describe the road from Boulogne to Paris? or 
need I &escril>e that Capitol itself? Suffice it to say, 
that we made our appearance there, at Manases Hotel, 
as became tlm family of Coxo Tuggeridge; and saw 
everything worth seeing, in the metropolis, in a week. 
It nearly killed me, to be sure; hut, when you’re on 
a pleasure party, in a foreign country, you must not 
mind a little inconvenience of tills sort. 

Well; there is, near the city of Paris, a splendid 
road and row of trees, which, I don’t, know why, is 
called the Bhandeleessy, or Elysian Fields, in French; 
others, I have heard, call it the Bhundeleery; but mine 
£ know to be the correct pronunciatioxi. In the middle 
of this Blmndeioesjy is an open space of ground, and 
a teat, where, during the summer, Mr. Fhanconi, the 
French Ashley, performs with Ms homes and things. 
Ab everybody went there, and wp were told it was 
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quite the thing, Jemmy agreed that we should go, too; 

and go we did. • . . V1 

It’s juBt like Ashley’s: there’s a man just like 
Mr. Kddicombe, who goes round the ling in a hnzzah- 
dress, cracking a whip; there are a dozen Miss Woolfords, 
who appear like Polish Princesses, Dihannas, Sultannas,. 
Cachudias, and heaven knows what! There’s the lat 
imm, who conies in with the twenty-three dresses on, 

, and turns out lo he the living skeleton! Plicae s t e 
downs, the sawdust, the white horse that dances a horn- 
pipe, the candles stuck in hoops, just as m our own 

dear country. ■ 

My dear wife, in her very finest clothes, with ail 

the world looking at her, was really enjoying this 
spectacle (which doesn't require any knowledge of the 
language, seeing that the dumb animals dont talk it,, 
when there came in, presently, “the great polish act 
of the Sarmatian horse-tamer;’ on eight steeds, winch 
we were all of us longing to see. The liorse-tamer, 
to music twenty miles an hour, rushed in on tour ot 
his horses, leading the other four, aud drained round 
the ring. You couldn’t see Min for the sawdust, but 
everybody was delighted, and applauded like mad. 
Presently, you saw there were only three horses in front; 
he had slipped one more between his legs, another 
followed, and it was clear that the consequences wonla 
he fatal, if he admitted any more. The people applauded 
more than ever; and when, at last, seven and eight were 
made to go in, not wholly, hut sliding dexterously m 
and out, with the others, so that you did not know 
wMeh was which, the house, I thought, would come 
down with applause; and the Sarmatian horse-tamer 
bowed his great feathers to the ground. At last the 
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music grew slower, and be cantered leisurely round the 
ring; beading-, smirking, seesawing, waving kb whip, 
and laying his band on bis heart, just m wo have nmt 

the Ashley's people do. 

But fancy our astonishment, when, suddenly, this 
Sanoatian horse-tamer, coming round with his four pair 
at a canter, -and being opposite our box, gave a start, 
and a — hupp! which made all his horses stop stock*' 

still at an instant 1 

“Albert!" screamed my dear Jemmy: u Albert! 
.'Bahhaliteh — baron!" 

The Sarmatktt looked at her for a minute; and 
turning head over heels, three times, bolted suddenly 
off his horses, and away out of our sight. 

It was His Exckllkncy tuf, Bason m Punter! 

. Jemmy went off in a tit a& usual, and wo newer saw 
the Baron again; but we heard, afterwards, that Punter 
was an apprentice of Franconia, and had run away to 
ISngland, thinking to better himself, and had joined 
Air. Eichtardsoffs army; but Mr, Itfchardson, and then 
London, did not agree with him; and wo saw the last of 
him as he sprung over the harriers at the Tuggeridge- 
>yilte-.teuriiameht,' 

“Well, Jemimarann," says Jemmy, in a fury, ‘*you 
shall marry Tagrag; and if I can't have a baroness for 
a daughter, at least you shall be a baronets lad} 
poor Jemimarann only sighed; she knew it was of no 
use to remonstrate. 

1 Paris grew dull to us after this; and wo were more 
eager than ever to go back to, I-iondon; for what should 
we hear, but that that monster, Tuggeridgo, of the' 
city — old Tug^ ; black son, forsooth! — was going 
to contest Jemmy’s claim to the property, and foul tiled 
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I don’t know how many hills against us- in Chancery! 
Hearing this, we set off immediately, and we arrived 
at Boulogne , and set off in . that very same Grand Turk 
which had brought us to France* 

If you look in the hills, you will see that the 
Steamers leave London on Saturday morning, and 
Boulogne on Saturday night; so that there is often not 
'an hour between the time of arrival and departure. 
Bless us! bless us! I pity the poor Captain that, for 
twenty-four hours at a time, is on a paddle-box, roaring 
out, “Ease her! Stop her!” and the poor servants, who 
are laying out breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, supper; — 
breakfast, lunch, dinner, tea, supper again; — for layers 
upon layers of travellers, as it were; and, most of all, 
I pity that unhappy steward, with, those unfortunate tin 
basins that he must always keep an eye over. 

Little did we know what a storm was brooding in 
our absence, and little were we prepared for the awful, 
awful fate that hung over our Tuggeridgeville property. 

Biggs, of the great house of Higgs, Biggs, and 
Blatherwick, was our man of business: when I arrived 
in London I heard that he had just set off to Paris after 
me. Bo we started down to Tuggeridgeville instead of 
going to Portland Place, As we came through the lodge- 
gates, we found a crowd assembled within them; and 
there was that horrid Tuggeridge on horseback, with a 
shabby-looking man, called Air. Seapgoat, and Ins man 
of business, and many more. “Mr. Seapgoat” says 
Tuggeridge, grinning, and handing him over a sealed 
paper, “here’s the lease; I leave you in possession, and 
wish you good morning.” 

“In possession of what?” says the rightful lady of 
Tuggeridgeville, leaning out of the carriage -window. 
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She hated black Tuggaridge, m she called lilm, like 
poison: the very first week of our coming to Portland 
Place, when be called to ask restitution of some plate 
which he said was his private property, she called him 
a base-born blackamoor, and told him to quit the house. 
Since then there had been law-squabbles between ns 
without end, and all sorts of writings, meetings, and 
arbitrations. 

u Possession of my estate of Tuggerblgoville, Madam” 
roars he, ‘‘left, me by my father's will, which yern have 
had notice of these three weeks , and know m well as 
I do.* • ' ■ 

“Old Tug left no will,” shrieked Jemmy; “he didn't 
die to leave his estates to blackamoors — to negroes ~ 
to base-born mulatto store-tellers; if he did, may I 
k* — ” ^ ^ 

“0, hush! dearest mamma,” says Jemiiaamim. “Go 
it again, mother!" says Tug, who is always sniggering. 

“What is this business, Mr. Tuggeridge?” cried 
Tagrag (who was the only one of our party that had his 
senses), “what is this will?” 

“0, it's merely a mate of form/’ said the -lawyer, 
; riding up. “For' heaven’s sake, madam, be peaceable;; 
let .my Mends, Higgs, Biggs, and Blatherwick, arrange 
with mo. 1 am surprised: tlurt none of their people are 
here. All that you have to do is to eject ns; and the 
rest will follow, of course.” 

“Who has taken possession of this hero property?” 
roars Jemmy, again. 

“My friend, Mr. Scapgo&t,” said the lawyer; ~ Mr, 
Scapgoat grinned. . 

“Mr. Scapgoat,? said my wife, shaking her list at 
him (for she is a woman of no small spirit), “if you don’t 
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leave this ground, I'll have you pushed out with pitch-, 
forks, I will, you and your beggarly blackamoor, yonder;” 
and, suiting the action to the word, she clapped a stable 
fork into the hands of one of the gardeners, and called 
another, armed with a rake, to Ms help, while young 
Tug set the dog at their heels, and I hurrahed for joy 
to see such viHany so properly treated. 

* “That’s sufficient, aint it?” said Mr. Scapgoat, with 
the calmest air in the world. “0 completely,” said the 
i lawyer. “Mr. Tuggeridge, we've ten miles to dinner. 

Madam, your very humble servant;” and the whole posse 
of them, rode away. 


LAW-LIFE ASSURANCE. 

We knew not what this meant, until we received a 
strange document from Higgs, in London; which begun, 
“Middlesex to wit. Samuel Cox, late of Portland Place, 
in the city of Westminster, in the said County, was 
attached to answer Samuel Scapgoat, of a plea, where- 
fore, with force and arms he entered into one messuage, 
J with the appurtenances, which John Tuggeridge, Esq., 

f demised to the said Samuel Scapgoat, for a term which 

j is not yet expired, and ejected him.” And it went on 

j to say, that “we with force of arms, viz, with swords, 

knives, and staves, had ejected him.” “Was there ever 
such a monstrous falsehood? when we did but stand in 
defence of our own; and isn’t it a sin, that we should 
have been turned out of our rightful possessions, upon 
, such a rascally plea? 
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Higgs, Biggs, and Biatherwiek ktdu evidently, been 
bribed; for, would you believe? if, they told ns I u give 
up possession at once, as a will was found, and wo 
could not defend the action. My Jemmy refused Their 
proposal with scorn, and laughed at the notion of the 
will: she pronounced it to be a forgery, a vile blacka- 
moor forgery; and Indieves, to this day, that the* story of 
its having been made thirty years ago* in Calcutta, unit* 
left there with old Tug’s papers, and brought to Eng- 
land, after a search made, by order of Tuggeridgo, junior, 
is a scandalous falseWid 

Well, the cause was tried. Why need 1 say anything 
concerning .it? What shall I say of the Jx>rd Chief 
Justice, hut that he ought to be ashamed of the wig he 
sits in. What of Mr. — , and Mr. — , who < xerted their 
eloquence against justice and the poor. On our side, 
too, was no less a man than Mr. Serjeant Sinks, who, 
ashamed I am, for the honour of the British bar, to say 
it, seemed to have been bribed too; for he actually threw 
up his case! Had he behaved like Mr. Mulligan, his 
junior — and to whom, in this humble way, C offer my 
thanks — ail might have been welt I never knew 
such an effect produced, as when Mr. Mulligan, appear- 
ing for the first time in that court, said, 44 Standing here, 
upon the pidesta! of scored Tharnis, seeing around me 
the arnymints of a profission I rispiet; having before me 
a vinnerabie Judge, and an elightened Jury — the 
oaunthry’s glory, the notion’s cheap defender, the poor 
man’s priceless palladium — how must I thrimblo, my 
Lard, how must the blush bejew my cheek — (Home- 
body cried out L 0 cheeks P in the court there was a 
dreadful roar of laughing; and when order was established, 
Mr. Mulligan continued) — my Lard, I heed them not; 
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1 come from a counthry accustomed to oppression, and 
as that counthry — yes, my Lard, that Ireland (do not 
laugh, I am proud of it) — is ever, in spite of her ty- 
rants, green, and lovely, and beautiful; my client’s cause, 
likewise, will rise shuperior to the malignant imbecility 
— I repeat, the malignant imbecility of those who 
would thmmple it down; and, in whose teeth, in mj 
client’s name, in my eounthry’s, aye, and; my own, I, 
with folded arrums, hurl a scaraful and eternal de- 
fiance!” 

“For heaven’s sake, Mr. Milligan” — “Mulligan, 
me Laud,” cried my defender — “"Well, Mulligan, then, ‘ 
be calm, and keep to your brief”. 

Miv Mulligan did; and, for three hours and a quarter, 
in a speech crammed with Latin quotations, and unsur- 
passed for eloquence, he explained the situation of me 
and my family ; the romantic manner in which Tugge- 
ridge, the elder, gained his fortune, and by which it 
afterwards came to my wife; the state of Ireland; the 
original and virtuous poverty of the Coxes — 
w f hich he glanced passionately, for a few minutes 
the Judge stopped him), to the poverty of his own 
country: my excellence as a husband, father, landlord; 
my wife’s, as a wife, mother, landlady. All was in 
vain — the trial went against us. 

I was soon taken in execution for the damages; five 
hundred pounds of law expenses of my own, and 
much more of Tuggeridge’s. 

He would not pay a farthing, he said, to get me 
of a much worse place than the Fleet. 

I need not fell you, that along with the land went 
the house in town, and the money in the funds. Tugge- 
ridge, he who had thousands before, had it all. 
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And when I was in prison, who do you think would 
come and see me? Sene of the Barons, nor Counts, nor 
Foreign Ambassadors, nor Excellencies, who used to ill 
our house, and eat and drink at our expense, — not 
even the ungrateful Tagrag! 

I could not help bow saying to my dear' wife, “See, 
my love, wo have been gentlefolks for exactly a year, 
and a pretty life we have had of it. In the first place, 
my darling, we gave grand dinners, and everybody 
laughed at us* 

44 Yes, and recollect how ill they made you,” cries 
my daughter,'.- 

44 We asked great company, and they insulted us” 

44 And spoilt mamma’s temper,” said Jemiinoranm 
44 Hush! Miss,” said her mother; 44 we don’t want your 
advice.” 

44 Then you must make a country gentleman of me,” 
44 And send pa into dunghills” roared Tug. 

■ 44 Then -you must go to operas, and pick up foreign 
Barons and Counts.” . ■ , c, 

44 0, thank heaven! dearest papa, that we are rid, of 
them,” cries my little Jemimarann, looking almost happy, 
and kissing her old pappy, 

; ; 44 And .you must make a fine gentleman of Tug there, 
and send him to a fine school” 

44 And I give you my word,” says Tug, “Tm us 
ignorant a chap as ever lived.” . / 

44 You’re an insolent saucebox” says Jemmy; 44 you’ve 
learned that at your fine school” 

44 lve learned something else, too, ma’am; ask the 
boys if 1 haven’t,” grumbles Tug. 

_ “You hawk your daughter about, and just escape 
marrying her to a swindler” 
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“And drive off poor Orlando/ whimpered my girl. 
“Silence, Miss,” says Jemmy fiercely. 

“You insult the man whose father’s property you in- 
herited, and bring me into this prison, without hope of 
leaving if; for he never can help us after all your had 
language” : I said all this very smartly;' for the fact is, 
my Mood was up at the time, and I determined to rate 
my dear girl soundly. 

“Oh! Sammy,” said she, sobbing (for the poor thing’s 
spirit was quite broken), “it’s all true; I’ve been very 
very foolish and vain, and I’ve punished my dear hus- 
band and children by my follies, and I do so, so repent 
them!” Here, Jemimararm at once burst out crying, 
and dung herself into her mamma’s arms, and the pair 
roared and sobbed for ten minutes together; even Tug 
looked queer: and as for me, it’s a most extraordinary 
thing, but I’m blest if seeing them so miserable didn’t 
make me quite happy. — I don’t think, for the whole 
twelve months of our good fortune, I had ever felt so 
gay as in that dismal room in the Fleet, where I was 
locked up. 

Poor Orlando Crump came to see us every day; and 
we, who had never taken the slightest notice of him, in 
Portland Place, and treated him so cruelly that day, at 
Beulah Spa, were only too glad of his company now. 
He used to bring books for my girl, and a bottle of 
sherry for me; and he used to take home Jemmy’s fronts, 
and dress them for her; and when locking up time came, 
he used to see the ladies home to their little three pair 
bed-room, in Holbom, where they slept now, Tug and 
' all. “Can the bird forget its nest?” Orlando used to 
say (he was a romantic young fellow , that ’s the truth, 
and blew the flute and read Ford Byron, incessantly, 

21 * 
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since h c separated front Jenim&rann}; u Vm the 

'bird j. lot,: . luexiie ■■ forget ..it* home? Can 

the xoso «c*^ase to remember Its beloved bulbul? — Ah! 
no. Dlt. Cox, you made me what 1 am, and what .1 
hope to <1 i e — a hairdresser. I never see a curling- 
irons bcftaire 1 entered your shop, or knew Naples from 
brown W* liaison Did yen mi make ever jmit home, 
your fvir^xiture, your emporium of i^rfumcry, and i hu 
and tweiritTy shading customers, to me? Are these friths? 
Is JeaoiiaiiaLrann a trifle! if she would allow me to call 
her so* O y Jemimarann; your pa found me in the work- 
house* Xkxxdi made me what 1 am. Conduct me to my 
grave* and, 1 never never shall be different ! ” "When ho 
had said this, Orlando was so much affected , that 
he mslicsdl suddenly on his hat , and quitted the room. 

r I lien demimaraim began to cry too. 4, 0 pa!” said 
she, * 4 isn’t he, isn’t he a idea young man?” 

b “Ihoa. hmgmi if he tint ” says Tug. 4t Wliat do you 
think of his giving me eighteenpenee, yesterday, and a 
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Tuggkbldoe vowed that I should finish my days 
there, when he put me in prison. It appears that we 
l">oth had reason to be ashamed of ourselves; and were, 
thank God! I learned to be sorry for my bud fed- 
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ings towards lam, and lie actually wrote to me, to 

SUV, — ? 

^SSir, — I think you have suffered enough for faults, 
which, I believe, do not lie with you, so much as your 
wiie; and I have withdrawn my claims which I had 
, against you while you were in wrongful possession' of 
’ m J father’s estates. You must remember that when, on 
examination of my father’s papers, no will was found, I 
yielded up Ms property, with perfect willingness, to 
those who I fancied were his legitimate heirs. For this 
! received all sorts of insults from your wife and your* 
self (who acquiesced in them); and when the discovery 
of a will, in India, proved my just claims, you must 
remember how they were met, and the vexatious pro- 
ceedings with which you sought to oppose them. 

“I have discharged your lawyer’s bill; and, as I be- 
lieve you are more fitted for the trade you formerly ex- 
ercised than for any other, I will give five hundred' 
pounds, for the purchase of a stock and shop, when you 
shall find one to suit you. 

“I enclose a draft for twenty pounds, to meet your 
present expenses. You have, I am told, a son, a boy 
of some spirit; if he likes to try his fortune abroad, and 
go on board an Indiaman, I can get him an appoint- 
ment; and am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

. ■ - ' JOHIT TuOGEltIDGE.” 

it was Mm. Breadbasket, the housekeeper, who 
brought this letter, and looked mighty contemptuous as 
she gave it 

“I hope, Breadbasket, that your master will send me 
my things, at any rate,” cries Jemmy. u There’s seven- 







toon Bilk and satin dresses, and a whole heap of trinkets, 
that ean be of no earthly use to nun. 

‘ “Don’t Breadbasket me, mem, if pm please, mm. 
Mr muster says, that them things >s quite obnoxious to 
your sphere of life. Breadbasket, indeed, and «» nht 

6ail Jmmv hadn’t a word; she hail grown mighty quiet . 
sinc e wo had been in misfortune-, but my danghte 
looked as happy as a queen; and Tug, when he heard 
of the ship, gave a lump, that n^rly knoeW dm* ■ i 
noor Orlando, “Ah, I suppose, you’ll forget me non, 
says he, with a sigh; and seemed the only unlmppy F' r * 

“•iJS conceive, Mr. Crump,” sap my wife 
with a great deal of dignity, “that, connected as we tire, 

a Young man bom in & work. ■ 

“Woman!” cried I (for once in my life, determined 
wn wav), “hold your foolish tongue, lour 
has been the ruin of ns, hitherto; and, 
his day, I’ll have no more of it. Hark ye, Or- 
lando, if you will take Jemimarann, you may have her; 
and if you’ll take five hundred pounds for a half share 
the shop, they’re yours; and that ’* for you, Mrs. 


here we are, hack again. And I write this 
old hack shop, where we are all wailing to see 
new year in. Orlando site yonder, plaiting a wig 
for my Lord Chief Justice, as happy as may he; and 
Jemimarann and her mother have teen as busy as you 
can imagine, all day long, and are just now giving the 
jimpTiiTi e touches to the bridal dresses; for the wedding 
is to take place the day after to-morrow. I’ve cut seven- 
heads off (as I say) this very day; and as for Jem- 
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my, I no more' mind her than I do the Emperor of China 
and all his Tambarins. Last night we had a merry 
meeting. of our friends and neighbours, to celebrate our 
re-appearance .among them; and very merry we all were. 
"We had a capital fiddler, and we kept it up till a pretty 
tidy hour this’ morning. We begun with quadrills, but 
I never could do ’em well; and, after that, to please Mr.. 
* Crump and ; his intended, we tried a gallopard, which I 
found anything hut easy; for since I am come hack to a 
life of peace and. comfort, it’s astonishing how stout.. 
Pm getting; so we turned at one e to what Jemmy and 
me excels in — a country dance; which is rather sur- 
prising, as we was both brought up to a town life. As 
for young Tug, he showed off in a sailor’s, hornpipe; 
which Mrs. Coxe says is very proper for him to learn, 
now he is intended for the sea. • But stop! here comes 
in the punchbowls; and if we are not happy, w T ho is? 
I say I am like the Swish' people, for I can’t flourish 
out of my native hair . 



